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PREFACE. 



It is somewhat singular that this, the most popular of mo- 
dern French dramas, should have hitherto been only known 
upon our stage through the medium of Donizetti's music. 
How happens this ? Is it not because Victor Hugo has 
thought fit to heighten his portraiture of vice by special 
allusions to crime of so deep a die, that our English taste 
revolts at the very mention of it ? tThese allusions may 
pass unnoticed in an Opera, but would scarcely be tolerated 
when plainly spoken in a Tragedy. Believing that this 
cause, and this alone, has excluded so magnificent a drama 
from our boards — believing also, nay, feeling confident, 
that the objectionable passages of the original are wholly 
superfluous, and totally unconnected with the plot, the 
author of the following version offers it for the perusal of 
his friends, free, he trusts, from any thing offensive to our 
own more scrupulous and commendable delicacy. How far 
he has succeeded in his attempt, the reader must judge for 
himself; — that the attempt may be successfully made, he 
entertains no manner of doubt. 



LUCREZIA BORaiA. 



Bramatis pnsonse. 



Don Alphonso of Este 
Gennabo • . 



GUBETTA 

Maffio Obsini . 

Jeppo Livebetto 

Don Apostolo Gazella 

AscANio Petbucci 

Olofebno Vitellozzo 

rustighello 

astolpho 

lucbezia bobgia 
The Pbincess Negboni. 



Duke of Ferrara. 

The illegitimate son of Lu- 
crezia Borgia; a military 
adyenturer in the service 
of Venice. 

The confidant of Lucrezia 
Borgia. 



I 



^Venetian Nobles. 



Servant to Don Alphonso. 
Servant to Lucrezia Borgia. 

Duchess of Ferrara. 



Lords, Ladies, Pages, Monks, Guards, 6fc. 

In the first act the scene is laid in Venice; afterwards 
in Ferrara. 



Time, the early part of the sixteenth century. 



LUCBEZIA BOKGIA. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. 

A terrace of the Barharigo Palace in Venice — a fite 
€tt night — on each side, parts of the palace illu- 
minated — beyond the terrace is supposed to run the 
Canal of the Zueca — gondolas pass, from which ap- 
propriate music is heard — persons in masks traverse 
the stage — in the background, a view of Venice by 
moonlight — in the foreground, a group of young 
Lords, splendidly dressed, with their masks in hand, 

OLOFERNO. 

We live, ourselves, in times so full of horrors, 
Amongst us, and around us, that this deed 
Is scarcely recollected ; yet it was 
Fearful, mysterious. 

ASCANIO. 

Twas a deed performed 
By fearful and mysterious men. 

JEPPO. 

Ay, truly : 
I am well versed in its minutest details, 
Having them, gentlemen, from my good cousin 
Cardinal Carride ; no one knew them 
Better than he. 
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BmBTSAMO ( jwwai i j r), 
Bfth! Jeppo IS b^ixuiixig 

Another of his tales. I cmnnot listen ; 

I am &tigiied afaready, widioitt this. 



These matters interest yoa not, Gennaro— 

Why should they? yoa are — happQy, perchane 

Bat a poor Captain of adyentnrers. 

Although a hiaye one — ^jroors is hot a name 

Of fimtasy, and not of family : 

We are wcJl assured that ^re is gentle hlood 

Within your yeins ; the handling of your swcnrd. 

Your lion hearing in the field, hespeak you 

A nohle — nay, &ey Youeh it. On my soul, 

I would not wound your feelings. We are firimds. 

Brothers in arms— have saved each other^s lires— ^ 

Are sworn to aid each other in all peiils 

Of loTe or war — to have for enemies, 

You mine, I yours. The oid astrologer 

Whom we consulted did predict that both 

Should on the same day perish — nought could hind us 

More closely to each oUier. Yet, Gennaro, 

We nobles have some ties, the which you know not. 

The past, the Aiture, are to you alike ; 

For you it is enough that you can find 

Women for pleasure, men for war. What boots it 

To tell you tales of families and cities. 

Whose home is with your banner? But for us. 

Look you, 'tis otherwise ; in these events 

Our fathers and our mothers played, and play 

Their parts. What house but numbers in its victims 

Some member ? Come, then, Jeppo, to your tale ! 

GENNARO (throwing himself on a bench, as if to 
compose himself to sleep). 
When he has finished, wake me. 

JEPFO. 

Draw around : 
'Twas in the year — yes, 'twas in fourteen hundred 
And eighty — 
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GUBETTA {from a comer of the stage). 
Ninety-seven. 

JEPPO. 

Yes, true, it was 
In ninety-seven, one certain Wedbiesday night — 



No — Tuesday. 

JEPPO. 

You are right That night, a boatman, 
Lying within his bark upon the Tiber, 
To watch his merchandise — it was not far 
Above the Church of San Hieronimo — 
Saw through the darkness something terrible. 
It might be then two hours or so past midnight — 
He saw two men appear, who, step by step. 
As they advanced, peered anxiously around ; 
Then came two more — then three — ^he counted seven — 
One only was on horseback. At that hour 
The lights were all extinguished in the windows 
That looked upon the Tiber. Stealthily 
These same seven men approached the river's edge — 
The moimted cavalier remed his horse round. 
So that his tail o'erhung the stream. The boatman 
Then traced distinctly, laid across the croup. 
The outline of a man — 'twas balanced thus — 
The head and arms on one side, and the legs 
Hung on the other. Whilst their comrades watched 
The comers of the street, two of this band 
Took down the body, swung it thus between them. 
To give it impetus, and cast it forth 
Into the Tiber. In the very act. 
The horseman asked some question of these two, 
To which they answered, " Yes, my lord." He turned, 
A moment after, to the stream a^ain. 
And made remark upon some object floating 
Alonff the waters. They replied, " My lord. 
It is his lordship's cloak." Then one of them 
Threw a lar?e stone upon it, and it sank. 
That done, uiey went away, taking the path 
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Towards San Jacobo's. Now you have the story, 
Just as the boatman tells it. 

MAFFIO. 

'Tis a tale 
Most dark and dreadful. Was it, think you, some one 
Of name and consequence, whom thus they threw 
Into the Tiber ? I can fancy it here. 
Before my eyes — the assassm in his saddle, 
The dead behind him. 

GUBETTA. 

There were on that horse 
Two brothers. 

JEPPO. 

Just so, Signor Belverana. 
The cavalier, we know, was Caesar Borgia ; 
The corpse was John, his brother. But you seem 
To know the story well ! 



Ay! these same Borgias 
Are but a family of demons. Tell us 
Wherefore a brother, Jeppo, by a brother 
Was murdered thus ? 

JEPPO. • 

I dare not ; for the cause 
Was so atrocious, scandalous, and wicked. 
It were a sin to name it. 

GUBETTA. 

Listen, Signors ! 
Caesar, the Cardinal of Valence, murdered 
John, Duke of Gandia, because these two brothers 
Had sworn — 

JEPPO. 

Hold, hold ! in pity's name forbear ! 



Tut ! Signor Jeppo, you are over nice ! 
All Rome well knew — 
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MAFFIO. 

And how might he be called, 
The boatman, that saw this ? 

JEPPO. 

I do not know. 

GUBETTA. 

His name was Giorgio Schiavone ; 
He traded to Ripetta with his cargoes 
Of wood. 

MAFFIO (m low tone to Ascanio). 
This Spaniard seems to know us all, 
And our affairs, better than we ourselves. 

ascanio {in low tone, in reply), 
I have suspicions of him ; but I doubt 
It were scarce safe to beard him. 



Gentlemen, 
In v^hat an age we live ! who can feel sure 
Of one to-morrow here in Italy ? 
The war, the pestilence, these same Borgias — 
How many a risk ! 

DON APOSTOLO. 

Well, Signors, ne'ertheless. 
We are appointed all to form the suite 
Of the ambassadors, whom Venice sends 
To Don Alphonao of Ferrara : when 
Shall we set out? 

OLOFERNO. 

Forthwith ; we scarce have left 
Two days for pleasure, for the Doge hath named 
Grimani and Tiopolo. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

Our friend here, 
Captain Gennaro, will he be of us? 
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MAFFIO. 

Doubtless ; we never serve apart Gennaro ! 

[Calling him. 
Come, let us in. Why, Jeppo, you have set him 
Fairly to sleep. 

JEPPO. 

So? Leave him to his slumbers. 

[Exeunt aU but Gubetta and Gennaro, the 

latter stiU sleeping. 



I do know somewhat more of this than they. 
As he observed apart— I do know more—. 
But then Lucrezia knows still more than I — 
Her brother more than she — the devil more 
Than the Duke Valentino — and the Pope 
Knows more than any devil. How they sleep. 
These youths ! [Lookmg at Gennaro. 

[Enter from a gondola Lucrezia Borgia, masked; 
she sees Gennaro sleeping, and contemplates 
him with an air of maternal ejection. 

LUCREZIA {aside). 
He sleeps ; he's wearied by this revel. 
How fair he looks ! — Gubetta ! [Aloud, perceiving him, 

GUBETTA. 

Not so loud, 
My lady, if you please. I am not called 
Gubetta here, but Count of Belverana, 
A Spanish gentleman. We should not seem 
To know each other — ^you, the Marchioness 
Ponteauadrato, are but just arrived 
From Naples — I obey your Highness* orders — 
We are not in Ferrara. 



But we are 
Alone upon this terrace ; there is here 
Only this youth, who sleeps. I would speak with you. 
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OUBBTTA. 

Permit me, first, to caution you, my lady, 
Not to umnask — you might be recognised. 



LUCREZIA. 

What matter? If they know not who I am, 
I need not fear; and, if they knew me, they 
Would have more cause to tremble. 

OUBETTA. 

You have here 
Foes all around you, neither few nor weak. 
From harm the State would shield you, but from insult 
You might not be secure. 

LUCREZIA (dejectedly). 

Right, right; my name 
Brings horror with it. 

OUBETTA. 

Florence, Rome, and Naples, 
Each state and city hath its subjects here. 



And all unite in execrating me. 

'Tis true, alas! But I would change this hatred. 

I was not bom for evil — now I feel it 

More than I ever did — 'tis but the example 

Of my fierce kindred, that has dragged me down 

Into this depth of infamy. Gubetta! 



Madam ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Forthwith my orders to Spoleto. 



Four couriers are there booted, and four mules 
Stand always saddled, Madam. 



10 LUCREZIA BORGIA. [act i. 

LUCREZIA. 

What is done 
With Galeae Accaioli? 

OUBETTA. 

In prison 
He lingers still — ^they have not hanged him yet, 
Waiting your orders. 

LUCREZIA. 

Geofirey Buondelmonte ? 

OUBETTA. 

Not strangled yet — ^your Highness having given 
No positive directions. 

LUCREZIA. 

Where is Manfred 
OfCurzola? 

OUBETTA. 

He, too, is still unstrangled. 

LUCREZIA. 

And Spadacappa? 

OUBETTA. 

Tis on Easter day 
The host for him is to be poisoned, Madam ; 
Just six weeks hence — *tis now the Carnival. 

LUCREZIA. 

And Peter Capra? 

GUBETTA. 

He, who of Pesaro 
Was chancellor and bishop ? Yet awhile, 
And he will be a little heap of dust — 
For, at your instance, he has been arrested. 
And lodged in certain subterranean chambers 
Below the Vatican. Our holy father, 
The Pope, will deal with him. 

LUCREZIA. 

Gubetta, write. 
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And in my name request his Holiness 
To pardon Peter Capra. Let the rest, 
Accaioli and Manfred, Buondelmonte 
And Spadacappa, be at once, Gubetta, 
Restored to liberty. I say, restored 
At once to liberty. 

GUBETTA. 

Hold, Madam, hold ! 
Let me but breathe. What orders ! Heaven above ! 
What showers of pardon I what a storm of mercy! 
I shall be drowned in so much clemency — 
A very deluge of good actions ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Be they 
Or good or bad, what matters? you are paid? 

OUBETTA. 

Ah, but it is so difficult to perform 
One of these kindly actions ! Nay, good mistress. 
What will become of me, if you be troubled 
With fits of mercy? 

LUCREZIA. 

Listen, my Gubetta ! 
You are my old and faithful confidant. 



For fifteen years, my lady, I have been 
Your fellow-labourer. 



You have. Then tell me, 
My friend and old accomplice, do you never 
Feel weary of this life ? do you not wish 
Sometimes that you were blessed as well as cursed? 
Does not crime pall upon your appetite ? 



Madam, your Highness is in train to be 
A paragon of virtue. 
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LUCREZIA. 

Nay, nay ; tell me, 
Does not our common, infamous renown 
For crimes of every sort begin to press 
Uneasily upon you ? 

GUBETTA. 

Press on me ? 
I am well used to it ; I could as soon 
Forego my meat and drink. No ; let them call me 
Cut-throat, and drugster, and all other names 
Equally choice, I care not. 

LUCREZIA. 

But there is 
Sometimes one heart, in which one would not have 
Hatred and scorn excited by abuse. 
Is there no bein? in the world, Gubetta, 
Whom you can love ? 

OUBETTA. 

I would I knew, my lady, 
Whom you can love ! 

LUCREZIA. 

I will be frank with you ; 
I will not speak to you of father, brother, 
Husband, or lover. 

GUBETTA. 

Yet I see not else 
Who it can be. 

LUCREZIA. 

There is another claim 
For love, Ghibetta. 

GUBETTA. 

Ha! then is it so? 
Is it for the love of Heaven, that, all at once, 
You are become so virtuous ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Mock me not — 
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I have long had these thoughts, but could not stem 
The current of my crimes. There are within me 
Two angels striving — good and evil. Now, 
I do believe, the good will win the day. 



Then must I chant " Te Deum." For the present. 

Pardon me, Madam, but I cannot fathom 

Your conduct or your language. You have left 

Your royal husband, who is still your lover, 

Albeit jealous : you have come to Venice 

Under a feigned name, and made me take 

One upon me : you run the round of pleasure — 

Music, masks, revels ; and you wind it up 

By preaching me a sermon I On my word, 

But you do push this merry carnival 

Most furiously far; for, not content 

With change of name and dress, you verily 

Have changed your soul ! What may I understand, 

Or what may be the cause, your Highness? 

LUCREZIA (taking him tuddenhi by the arm and 
drawing him towards Gennaro). 

See you 
This youth? 

OUBETTA. 

Oh, yes ! 'tis after him you run, 
Beneath your mask, whene'er occasion offers. 

LUCREZIA. 

What say you of him ? 

GUBETTA. 

Say! why, 'tis a youth 
Asleep upon a bench ; and he would sleep 
Upstanding, if he had the happiness 
To hear your Highness' moral, edifying. 
But somewhat lengthy lecture. 

LUCREZIA. 

Is he not 
Supremely handsome? 
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aUBETTA. 

I should think him more so, 
Were his eyes open. To my mind, a face 
Without the eyes is like a dingy house, 
That has no windows. 



How I do love him I 



JJUCREZIA. 

Ah, you little dream 



That is hut the affair 
Of Don Alphonso, your most royal hushand. 
But it is stul my duty to inform you, 
That this young man hath dared himself to love 
A fair Venetian girl, named Fiammetta. 



And loves she him ? 



LUCREZIA. 
GUBETTA. 

They say so. 



LUCREZIA. 

Right glad am I-* 
It is delight to think that he is happy! 

GUBETTA. 

I thought you had heen jealous ! Still a riddle ! 

LUCREZIA (contemplating Gennaro). 

Is he not heautiful? But leave us; leave me 

Alone with him. 

[Exit GuBETTA. Donna Lucrezia remains some 
moments, as in ecstaeyy before Gennaro, and 
does not notice the entrance of Don Alphonso 
and RusTiGHELLo, who, enveloped in mantles, 
and masked, closely watch her. 

No, no, Gubetta! never 

Sbalt thou that secret know! At length I see him 

An instant without peril — nobler far. 

And fairer than I deemed. O Heaven, but spare me 
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That anguish, to he hated and despised 
By him! O God, the thought! a doting mother 
Shrinking ahashed hefore a son ! Tis rarely 
That I shed tears. 

lOvercome with emotion, she takes off her mask. 
The two men remark her, and converse in a 
low tone, whilst she kisses the hand of Gbn- 
NARO, still asleep. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Enough, enough ; 'tis she. 
I may return — 'twas hut to he assured 
That she was false, that I did leave Ferrara, 
And follow her to Venice. I have seen 
Enough to satisfy me. Mark her look 
Of doting fondness. Who is he, the lover? 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

By name, Gennaro — probahly an orphan — 
At least his parents are unknown — a Captain 
Of some repute in the Venetian service. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Contrive some means to bring him to Ferrara. 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

He comes, your Highness, of his own accord 
With the ambassadors ; he and his friends 
Are in their train. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Tis well ; your information 
Has been exact Ah, woman! shameless woman! 
Come, Rustishello. 

yExeunt Don Alphonso and Rustighello. 

LucREziA (leaning affectionately over Gennaro). 
Grod in heaven, oh, grant him 
Such measure of all jov, as I mysdf 
Have known of wretchedness I 

IShe kisses the forehead of Gennaro, who 
wakes and springs up ; she puts on her 
mask. 
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OENNARO {seizing her playfully by both arms), 
A kiss? a woman? 
Upon the honour of a soldier, Madam, 
Were you a queen, and I a poet, this 
Would be a version of the pleasant tale 
Of Alain Chartier, the Troubadour! 
But then I know you not, and I myself 
Am but a simple Captain. 

LUCREZIA. 

Let me go, 
Signor Gennaro. 

OENNARO. 

*Tis not possible 
After your challenge. 

LUCREZIA (breaking away from him). 
Hark, I hear a step! 
{_She mshes out, foUowed by Gennaro. 



Scene II. 



Another part of the terrace of the Barbarigo Palace, 
more obscure. Lucrezia and Gennaro. 



LUCREZIA. 

The noisy revellers all are out of sight — 
We are done — I may unmask — I would 
That thou should'st look upon my face, Gennaro. 

IShe unmasks, 

OENNARO. 

Thanks — 'tis indeed a fair one ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Look again — 
And tell me that thou art not horrified. 
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OENNARO. 

Horrified, Madam, wherefore ? dost thou jest ? 
Come, walk with me awhile, and let me ask thee, 
Not in the frivolous tone of gallantry, 
But in all earnestness, whence comes this feeling 
Of sympathy between us, new and strange — 
I cannot fathom it. 

[They walk to the hack of the stage, as 
Maffio and 3 Evro enter. 

JEPFO (looking attentively at them). 
Who's this I see? 
Look, Maffio ! look ! 

MAFFIO. 

Who is it? 

jEPPo (after whispering in the ear of Maffio). 

Here ih Venice ! 
That woman here ! 

MAFFIO. 

But are you sure 'tis she ? 

JEPPO. 

Who that has seen her once can e'er forget her? 

MAFFIO. 

And is not that Gennaro by her side, 
In tender colloquy ? 

JEPPO. 

It is, it is. 

MAFFIO (about to rush upon them). 
We must withdraw him from this spider's web. 

JEPPO (holding him). 
Not yet, not yet ; come, let us seek our friends 
Ere we denounce her. 

[Exeunt Jeppo and Maffio. 

c 
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LucREziA {coming forward with Gennaro). 
Then, thou dost believe 
That thou could'st look upon me with respect, 
Even with affection ? 

OENNARO. 

Madam ! wherefore not ? 
I do — I must — yet is there still one woman 
Whom, whilst I live, I cannot choose but love 
More than thyself. 

LUCREZIA (smiling). 
The little Fiammetta? 



No, no. 

LUCREZIA. 

Who, then ? 

OENNARO. 

My mother. 

LUCREZIA. 

What! thy mother? 
Thy mother, my Gennaro, thou dost love her ? 



And yet I know her not. It must seem strange 
That I in thee should place such confidence 
On this our hasty meeting ; but I feel 
As though some hidden influence were at work. 
That forced me to unfold to thee my secrets. 



Tell me them all ; I give a greedy ear 
To every word. 

OENNARO. 

My chosen brother in arms, 
Maffio Orsini, still is ignorant 
Of that small portion of my history, Madam, 
Which I entrust to thee. 
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LUCREZIA. 

Proceed, Gennaro. 



I am a soldier ; with no right to claim 

Alliance with the noble. I was reared 

By a Calabrian fisherman, whose son 

I deemed myself. When sixteen years had made me 

Robust and fearless, he announced to me 

That he was not my sire ; and thereupon 

A cavalier arrived, with vizor down. 

And, having armed me at all points, departed. 

There was an interval — and then, one day. 

There came a messenger, clothed all in black. 

Bringing a letter for me from my mother — 

My motner, whom I knew not — had not seen — 

But whom I pictured to myself a being 

Good, and affectionate, and kind, and gentle, 

And fair as thou art. Madam. Though the letter 

Bore not a name, it plainly said that I 

Was of a great and noble race, and she 

Oppressed with care and trouble — ^my poor mother ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Thy heart is soft, Gennaro ! 

GENNARO. 

Ever since 
That day, desirous that my sword should earn me 
A name befitting my illustrious birth, 
As an adventurer have I seen much service 
Through Italy ; but once in every month, 
Wherever I may be, that messenger 
Comes without fail before me ; he but brings 
A letter from my mother, takes my answer. 
And vanishes. I ask no questions of him — 
He tells me nothing — ^he is dumb and deaf. 

LUCREZIA. 

And tibus thou know'st not yet thy family ? 
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OENNARO. 

I only know I have a mother living, 
That she is steeped in sorrows, and that I 
Would give my present life to see her weep, 
My life hereafter but to see her smile I 
So much I know. 

LUCREZIA. 

What do'st thou with her letters ? 

OENNARO. 

I have them here, close to my heart. We soldiers 
Are often called upon to oppose our breasts 
To pike and sword; the letters of a mother 
Should be a breast-plate for a son ! 



Noble and rare ! 



Oh, nature 



Would'st look upon her writing? 
Here, Madam — 

l^Takes a letter from his breast j kisses it, and 
hands it to Lucrezia — she looks at it as though 
reading, and he continues with various pauses. 
Read it — thou art touched — it is 
In truth a touching letter ; the dark hints 
About her fears on my behalf — the dangers 
That I incur. Why, Madam, thou art weeping ! 
Thou art too good — I love thee that thou weepest 
To read my mother's letter. 

[//e takes the letter again, and after kissing it 
anew, replaces it in his bosom. 

Yes, indeed. 
There have been many crimes around my cradle ; 
And thou may'st well believe that thinking ever 
On my poor mother, I have little care 
For the intrigues and gallantries wherein 
My comrades pass their time ; her image only 
Fills up my heart. Oh, to deliver her — 
To serve, console, avenge — what happiness ! 
Love may come afterwards — whatever I do 
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Is done to make me worthy of my mother. 
Madam, there are too many of my calling 
Unscrupulous, who would, with equal zeal, 
Fight for Saint Michael or for Satan ; I 
Serve only honest masters, in the hope 
Some day to lay down at my mother s feet 
A loyal and unhlemished sword. By Heaven ! 
I have heen offered, Madam, higher pay 
And larger perquisites, to carry arms 
For that she-wolf, Lucrezia Borgia : I 
Refused outright. 

LUCREZIA. 

Gennaro, thou should'st have 
Some pity for the wicked, for thou know'st not 
What passes in their hearts. 

GENNARO. 

The pitiless 
Deserve no pity — ^hut enough of her. 
And now 'tis thy turn. Madam ; I have thus 
A plain avowal of my history made — 
Do thou the same, and tell me who thou art. 

LUCREZIA. 

A woman who adores thee. 

GENNARO. 

But thy name ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Ask me not that. 

EnteTf with considerable noise, Maffio Orsini, Jeppo 
LivERETTO, and other young Nobles^ with Ladies, 
Pages, 8fc,, some bearing flambeaux. 

MAFFIO (a flambeau in his hand). 
Gennaro, shall I tell you 
The woman's name with whom you talk of love? 

LUCREZIA (aside, under her mask, which she had hastily 

put on). 
O heavens ! 
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OENNARO. 

You are my friends ; but, before God, 
I swear that he who dares to touch that mask 
Must be a reckless man — a woman's masi 
Is her protection. 

MAFFIO. 

If the woman be 
Truly a woman ; but we do not wish, 
Gennaro, to insult her. We will simply 
Tell her our names. 

[Advancing a step towards Lucrezia. 
Fair lady, I am called 
Maffio Orsini, brother to that duke 
Who, by your orders, in his sleep was strangled. 



Madam, my name is Jeppo Liveretto, 
Nephew to that Vitelli whom you caused, 
In the dark dungeons of the Vatican, 
To be assassinated. 

ASCANIO. 

Madam, I, 
Ascanio Petrucci, am the cousin 
To that Petrucci whom you put to death. 
That you more readily might seize upon 
His lordship of Sienna. 

OLOFERNO. 

I, fair dame. 
Am Olofemo Vitellozzo, nephew 
To Appiani, whom you basely robbed 
Of his good citadel of Piombino, 
Then, still more basely, poisoned at a feast. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

Madam, you put to death upon the scaffold 
Francis GazeUa, the maternal uncle 
To Don Alphonso, your third husband ; he. 
Also your victim, on Saint Peter's steps 
Was murdered. I, Apostolo Gazella, 
Son to the one, am cousin to the other. 
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LucREZiA (aside). 



O God ! 



GENNARO. 

Who is this woman ? 



MAFFIO. 

We have told vou 
Our names, sweet lady ; now, how say you, shall we 
Tell you your own ? 

LUCREZIA. 

No, no ! for pity's sake, 
Not before him, my lords. [Pointing to Gennaro. 

MAFFIO (unmasking her). 

Off with your mask, 
And satisfy us if you still can blush. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

Gennaro, you have whispered loving words 
To an adidteress — to one who drugs 
The wine-cup at the feast ! 

jepfo. 

Who has for partners 
In crime of all degrees, her brothers ! 



Mercy, dear lords ! 



Ah, hold! 



Mercy ! 

ASCANIO. 

Her father, who is Pope- 



And would corrupt her child, if Heaven 
Had not ordained the monster should be childless. 



Enough, enough! 
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MAFFIO (to GeNNARO). 

Now^ wilt thou hear her name ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Spare me^ my lords ! 

MAFFIO. 

Gennaro, wilt thou hear it ? 

LUCREZIA (clasping the knees o^Gennaro). 
Oh, listen not, Gennaro ! 

MAFFIO. 

Mark her well — 
This is Lucrezia Borgia I 

GENNARO (repulsing her). 
Ha! away! 
[She falls fainting at his feet, and the curtain drops. 



END OP ACT I. 
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ACT II. 



Scene I. 

LucREZiA Borgia's chamber in the Ducal Palace of 
Ferrara, Lucrezia and Gubetta. 



LUCREZIA. 

All is in order for to-night, Gubetta ? 
The five will sup at the Negroni Palace ? 

GUBETTA. 

Yes, Madam. 

LUCREZIA. 

All? 

GUBETTA. 

Assuredly. 

LUCREZIA. 

These lords 
Have grossly outraged me. 

GUBETTA. 

I was not there. 

LUCREZIA. 

They have been merciless ! 

GUBETTA. 

What ! did they venture 
To call your name aloud? 

LUCREZIA^ 

No, no, Gubetta — 
They did not call, they spat it in my face ! 



26 LUCBEZIA BORGIA. [act ii. 

OUBETTA. 

Before the company ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Before Gennaro. 

OUBETTA. 

So ! the young fools ! to think that they should leave 
Their pleasant Venice, and come here to us, 
Here, in Ferrara, as they ^ould have jumped 
Into the lion's mouth — though, I must own. 
They could not well do otherwise, the Senate 
Having appointed them to swell the train 
Of the ambassadors. 

LUCREZIA. 

I have incurr'd 
His hatred and contempt — it is their fault. 
Gubetta, I will be avenged. 

OUBETTA. 

Ha, ha! 
Madam says well : your fantasies of mercy, 
Thank God, have quitted you. I feel myself 
More at my ease again, now that your Highness 
Has re-assumed your nature ; for, in truth, 
I am by nature, constitution, habit. 
And principle, so utterly averse 
To your good men and virtuous deeds, that, faith, 
I feel as awkward in the midst of them 
As a poor cat, whom cruel boys have shod 
With nut-shells. 

LUCREZIA. 

Have a care that nothing happens ; 
Gennaro is with them. 

OUBETTA. 

For you and me 
To come out now, my lady, in the narts 
Of a good man and woman, would be monstrous. 

LUCREZIA. 

Mock not, but keep thine eye upon Gennaro ; 
I tell thee, he is with them. 
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GUBETTA. 

He is safe — 
Fear not for him. 

LUCREZIA. 

Gubetta, I must see him 
Once more. 

GDBETTA. 

Your Highness sees him every day: 
It was a master-stroke to gain his valet, 
And so induce him to take lodgings there, 
Within the ken of your observant eye. 
Why, Madam, you may have, from your own window, 
The inestimable happiness of watching 
His goings out and comings in. 

LUCREZIA. 

I tell you. 
That I would speak with him. 

GUBETTA. 

Nothing more easy ; 
Send but your pas^e to tell him that your Highness 
Will give him auoience, and appoint an hour. 

LUCREZIA. 

I may do that; but will he come? 

GUBETTA. 

Why not? 
Methinks an hour should be far pleasanter 
With you, than with those popinjays, his friends. 

LUCREZIA. 

Whom can I send to him on my behalf? 
Yourself, Gubetta? Think you that they see not 
Through your disguise ? — do they believe you still 
Count Belverana ? 



They believe me Spanish 
From heel to eyebrow. We are intimate — 
I borrow money from them. 
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LUCREZIA. 

Money! wherefore? 

OUBETTA. 

Because I want it ; and besides, it gives 
A Spanish air to have a beggar's look, 
And pull the devil by the tail. 

LUCREZIA (aside). 

May Heaven 
Keep my Gennaro safe ! 

OUBETTA. 

And thereupon 
I would remark 

LUCREZIA. 

Say on, say on, Gubetta. 

GUBETTA. 

I would remark, that the devil's tail must be 
Most excellently soldered, screwed, or pegged 
To his back-bone, or he would surely lose it, 
With all this multitude of honest folk 
For ever pulling at it. 

LUCREZIA. 

You will have 
Your jest, Gubetta, upon all occasions. 

OUBETTA. 

It is my manner, Madam. 

LUCREZIA. 

For to-night 
You have neglected nothing ? 

OUBETTA. 

I have made 
All preparations. 

LUCREZIA. 

Look to them again. 
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OUBETTA. 

IwiU. 

LUCREZIA. 

And I will watch for my Gennaro. {_Exeunt 



Scene II. 



A public place in Ferrara before the Ducal Palace, 
The armorial bearings of the Borgia family are seen 
emblazoned on one of the walls, and below them, in 
conspicuous letters, the name ''Borgia." 

GUBETTA {alone). 
Harping for ever on this youth, whose secret 
She Keeps from me, her confidant, expecting 
That I snould serve her faithfully herein. 
No ; let her manage this intrigue herself — 
I have no part in it, and cannot fathom 
Gennaro, or her Highness. What a mode [Laughing. 
Of loving for the daughter of a Borgia 
And a Vanozza ! She ? Platonic loye ? 
Why, after this, I should not be surprised 
If some one chance to tell me that the Pope 
Believes in God. But here they come again, 
Our heroes from the Carnival of Venice. 
Always together ! They were simpletons 
To leave a free and neutral ground, and come 
Within the Duchess of Ferrara's reach. 
Whom they had mortally offended — fools! 
Fools ! Had I been in their place, I had let 
The cavalcade of the ambassadors 
Depart without me. \_He retires behind a pillar. 

Enter the young Nobles as before, with Gennaro. They 
converse at first in a low, anxious tone, Gennaro 
holds himself aloof, 

MAFFIO. 

Gentlemen, talk on. 
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Say what you please ; I would it were well over, 
Our visit to Ferrara; having made 
Lucrezia Borgia our most deadly foe! 

DON APOSTOLO. 

What could we do? the Senate sent us hither — 
Who could refuse ohedience to their orders? 
There was no help for it. And yet I, too, 
Must needs confess that Maffio speaks the truth 
In some respects. Lucrezia Borgia is, 
Must be a dangerous enemy; and she reigns 
Absolute mistress here. 



What fear you from her? 
Are we not, Don Apostolo, in the service 
Of the Serene Republic? form we not 
Part of the embassy? to touch a hair 
Upon our heads would be declaring war 
Against the Doge of Venice; and Ferrara 
Would not embroil herself with him. 

GENNARo (aside). 

My mother! 
O my poor mother! 

MAFFIO. 

They may lay thee, Jeppo, 
Thy length within the sepulchre, and touch not 
One hair upon thy head. These fearful Borgias 
Have drugs, that work their purposes more surely 
Than axe or poniard, and without their noise! 
You must remember how the Pope withdrew 
Zizimi from the world, Bajazet's brother? 

OLOFERNO. 

And many another. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

But that circumstance 
Is above all most ominously strange. 
The Pope persuaded him, that Charles of France 
Had poisoned him ; Zizimi, giving credence, 
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Took from the soft hands of our Duchess here 
An antidote so strong, that in two hours 
He fairly died of its effects, the victim 
To his credulity. 

JEPPO. 

The gallant Turk 
Was little versed in policy. 

MAFFIO. 

Yes, yes! 
The Borgias have such poisons as will kill 
Their victims in a day, a month, a year. 
At their discretion ; poisons that will give 
Your wine a higher relish, and entice you 
To drain the gohlet merrily ; you drink. 
And drink to death instead of drunkenness. 
Sometimes a man shall suddenly become 
Languid and listless, with contracted skin 
And hollow eyes, and blanchM hair, and teeth. 
That, as he mumbles o'er his food, will shiver 
As though they were of glass; he cannot walk, 
He drags himself along ; he laughs not, sleeps not ; 
He freezes in the sun at mid-day ; young. 
He has the aspect of an old, old man ; 
Lingers awhile in agony, and dies. 
He dies, and then it is, perchance, remembered. 
That six months, or a year before, he drank 
A glass of wine of Cjrprus at the table 
Of one of these same Borgias. Gentlemen ! 

\_Look8 up the stage. 
Look, as I speak, the wretched Montefeltro 
Hobbles along, a living, dying instance 
Of what I tell you : see him cross the square! 

[^ A figure is seen to cross the back part of the 
stagCf leaning on a stick, and wrapped up in a 
cloak — his hair white, his face pale and meagre, 
and his step trembling and uncertain. 



Poor Montefeltro ! 

DON APOSTOLO. 

What may be his age ? 
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MAFFIO. 

M ine — nine-and-twenty . 

OLOFERNO. 

But a year ago 
I saw him fresh and ruddy as yourself. 

MAFFIO. 

Three months ago his Holiness the Pope 
Bade him to supper at the Belvedere. 

ASCANIO. 

Oh, it is horrible ! 

MAFFIO. 

Strange things are said 
About these suppers of the Borgias, 

ASCANIO. 

Yes; 
They give a zest to their debaucheries there 
By mingling poison in the goblet served 
To their best friends. 



Look, gentlemen, around ! 
See how this square is desolate ! the people 
Adventure not so near the ducal palace ; 
They fear the odour of those deaoly drugs 
That are elaborately mingled there, 
Lest through the walls it should exhale. 

ASCANIO. 

Good friends, 
Already the ambassadors have had 
Their audience of the Duke ; our services 
Are nearly finished : would it not be wise 
At once to leave Ferrara? from the train 
Of fifty cavaliers, our trifling number 
Would not be missed. 

MAFFIO. 

Yes, yes ; this very day ! 
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JEPPO. 

-morrow, gentlemen, let us set forth — 
-night I am invited to a supper 
the Princess Negroni — ^you all know her, 
charming dame — I am in love with her, 
yond expression; and men must not say, 
at on the prettiest woman in Ferrara 
Signor Jeppo, coolly turned my hack ! 

OLOFERNO. 

lu are invited for to-night to sup 
the Negroni palace ? 

JEPPO. 

Yes. 



OLOFERNO. 



And I! 



id I! 

And I! 



ASCANIO. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

MAFFIO. 

Andl! 



ouBETTA {from his retired position). 

And I, too, Signors ! 

JEPPO. 

1, Signor Belverana, you are there ! 

ell, well, we'll go together — we shall have 

joyous night. How goes the world with you? 



usual, jSignor Jeppo. May you live 
thousand years ! 

MAFFIO {aside to Jeppo). 

You will believe me, Jeppo, 
coward all at once — but I protest 



34 LUCREZIA BORGIA. [act ii. 

Against this supper ! Let us stay away, 
And send excuses. The Negroni Palace 
Closely adjoins the ducal ; and I have not 
Implicit confidence in the soft airs 
Of Signor Belverana. 

JEPPO {asidey in reply). 

Nonsense, Maffio ! 
You are a fool ! I tell you, the Negroni 
Is a most charming woman — and I tell you. 
She is my lady-love. This Belverana 
Is a right hrave and honest man : my father 
And his were fellow-soldiers in the camp 
Before Grenada — yes, in fourteen hundred 
And eighty sometlung 

MAFFIO. 

Pshaw ! what does that prove ? 
Besides, he may not he the very son 
Of that same father who was with your father. 

JEPPO. 

I care not, Maffio. You can go, or stay, 
At your own pleasure. 

MAFFIO. 

But if you go, Jeppo, 
I bear you company. 

JEPPO (aloud again). 

I thank you, Signor — 
Let us be merry, then. And you, Gennaro, 
You do not join our party for this supper? 

ASCANIO. 

What ! the Negroni has not asked you? 

OENNARO. 

No— 
I am too mean a gentleman to sit 
At such a table. 

MAFFIO. 

Prithee, mind it not. 
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Good brother ; you will find, I warrant me, 
Some tender damsel that will make amends. 



Ha! that reminds me — let us hear, Gennaro, 
Of what the beauteous Borgia was conversing 
That night in Venice? She evinced, we thought, 
A most romantic passion, and she held you 
Long time in colloquy. That masquerade 
Was a rare chance for her. I think that women 
Disguise their persons, only to lay bare 
More hardily their souls : the proverb says, 
** Face masked, heart naked." 

[LucREZiA is seen listening from a window of the 
palace, unobserved by the young men, 

GENNARO. 

Signors 

MAFFio {quizzing him). 

You are lodged 
In her close neighbourhood — fie, fie, Gennaro ! 

DON APOSTOLO. 

You ran much risk, my comrade ; for report 
Says that the Duke is most absurdly jealous 
Of his fair wife. 

GENNARO. 

Nay, Signors 

OLOFERNO. 

Tell us, comrade. 
What said the dame, this fair Lucrezia Borgia? 

GENNARO (coming forward). 
Gentlemen, peace ! one other word to me 
Of that most infamous and loathsome woman, 
And swords will soon be sparkling in the sun. 

MAFFIO (pointing to the scarf worn by Gennaro). 
We did but jest, Gennaro ; but we thought 
Some slight aUusion to the dame were harmless, 
Seeing you wear her colours on your arm. 
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OENNARO. 

What would'st thou say ? 

MAFFIO. 

That scarf— 

JEPPO. 

'Tis true, Gennaro ; 
Those are the Duchess' colours. 

OENNARO (agitated). 

Fiammetta 
Sent me the scarf. 

MAFFIO. 

You may believe it so ; 
Lucrezia sent it in that name — her hands 
Broidered the scarf for you. 

OENNARO. 

But art thou certain? 
How dost thou -know this? 

MAFFIO. 

By your groom, who brought it 
Under a bribe from her. 

OENNARO (tearing it off his arm, and trampling on it). 
Ah! malediction! 

LUCREZIA (aside at the window). 
Alas ! IShe closes the blind, and retires. 

MAFFIO. 

'Tis strange — how beautiful she is 
In spite of all her wickedness ! 

JEPPO. 

Yet is there 
In her a something ominous, that mars 
Her beauty. 

MAFFIO. 

Ay, she's like a golden ducat, 
Stamped with the effigy of Satan. 
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OENNARO. 

True. 
And trae it is, I must avow it, comrades. 
That for some moments, ere you made her known 
That night in Venice, she did stir within me 
A feeling hitherto unfelt — she seemed 
To know, to sympathise 

JEPPO. 

Tore God, Gennaro, 
How strange 'twould be, if in this goodly dame 
Thou should'st thy mother find ! 

GENNARO {hastily draws his swordf as though he would 
attack Jeppo — drops the point, and seizes Jeppo by 
the throat). 

Out, liar! — nay. 
Thou can'st not fight — 'twould be but murder done. 
But quick, unyoke me those ill-mated names 
That thou hast slanderously dared to couple, 
Or, by my soul, with my sword's hilt I'll drive them 
Down thy false throat ! My mother, and a Borgia ! 



Pardon — I jested. 

MAFFio and oloferno (interfering). 

Nay, nay — hold, Gennaro! 

gennaro. 
Jest, then, no more — I hold her in abhorrence. 
In utmost loathing. Once before my fancy 
The image of Lucrezia Borgia rose 
Like some terrific phantom, spreading terror 
Throughout this land. I saw it then afar ; 
But now the spectre is beside me — speaks 
Of sympathy and love, and would, perforce. 
Have me love it. Oh, by my mother's soul. 
But tbis is terrible ! Mark, mark her palace, 

lAfter a pause. 
Her execrable palace, the abode 
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Of treason, of adultery, of murder ! 

Palace of treachery — palace of all crimes — 

The palace of Lucrezia Borgia ! Ha ! \_Pati8e8 again. 

Say ye I traffitik'd with her? — be it so : 

Thus will I expiate the offence, and shew you 

At what I rate her. Yes ; the mark of shame 

That should be graven on that woman's brow, 

I will, at least, affix it to the front 

Of this her palace. 

[He mounts upon the stone bench, below the 
armorial bearings above alluded to, and with 
his dagger erases from the wall the first letter 
of the name "Borgia," leaving the word 
" orgia" — a term of reproach, 

MAFFIO. 

This is past a jest. 



I fear that letter from the Borgia's name 
Will be thy head from off thy shoulders. 

ouBETTA (advancing again), 

Signor, 
This is a freak, that by to-morrow's dawn 
Will bring one half the city to the rack. 



I will present myself when they demand 
The author of this deed. 

OUBETTA (aside), 

I trust he will ; 
'Fore God, it would be pleasant for the Duchess ! 

[^Two men, dressed in black, come upon the stage, 
and appear to take notice of what has occurred, 

MAFFIO (pointing to them). 
Take notice, gentlemen ; there are two felloe 
Prying suspiciously — it might be prudent 
That we should separate. My dear Gennaro, 
I pray you, no new follies. 
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GENNARO. 

Mafiio, brother, 
Give me your hand — fear nothing. Gentlemen, 
I wish ye all a very pleasant evenmg. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



Scene III. 



A street before the lodgings ofGENNARO — two men in 
black enter ^rom opposite sides^ after looking at each 
other. 

ASTOLPHO. 

What, Rustighello, in the devil's name, 
Doest thou here ? 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

Astolpho, I am waiting 
For thy departure. 

ASTOLPHO. 

Truly? 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

And thyself. 
What dost thou here, Astolpho ? 

ASTOLPHO. 

I am waiting 
For thy departure, Rustighello. 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

Bah! 
With whom, then, is thy business ? 

ASTOLPHO. 

With the man 
Who has just entered. And thine own ? 
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RUSTIOHELLO. 


The same. 




ASTOLPHO. 




The devil! 


that is strange ! 





RUSTIOHELLO. 

What wouldst thou with him ? 

ASTOLPHO. 

Conduct him to the J)uchess. What wouldst thou ? 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

I would conduct him to the Duke. 

ASTOLPHO. 

The devil ! 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

What may await him with the Duchess ? 

ASTOLPHO. 

Love, 
Beyond all douht. And with the Duke? 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

The gallows, 
More prohahly. 

ASTOLPHO. 

What's to be done? he cannot 
Go with us both — he cannot be at once 
Hanged by the Duke, and favoured by the Duchess. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

We should be fools to quarrel for our man ; 
Let us decide it equitably. Look you, 

[^TMng apiece of money from his pocket, and 
offering to toss it, 
I have a ducat, a Venetian ducat — 
Which will you, Saint or Lion? and the winner 
Shall take him quietly. 

ASTOLPHO. 

Agreed ; now toss it. 
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RUSTIOHELLO. 

>8e ! if I lose him, I shall tell the Duke 

bird was flown. [7W«e« up the coin. 

ASTOLPHO. 

Saint Mark! 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

Bah ! 'tis the Lion ! 

ASTOLPHO. 

will be hanged ; take him. Adieu. 

{^Exit Astolpho, 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

Good day! 
[RusTiGHELLO kuocks at the door qf Gen- 
NARo's lodging^ and the curtain fcdls. 



THE END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. 

An apartment in the Ducal Palace of Ferrara- 
Don Alphonso and Rustiohello. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

My lord the Duke, I have fulfilled your orders. 

DON alphonso (giving him a key). 
Then take this key — you know the secret spring- 
Open my cabinet, and cautiously ; 
There, on a crystal salver, are two goblets. 
Silver and eold respectively, both fflled ; 
The one with wine of S)rracu8e, the other 
With water ; carry them, and with them carry 
The two enamelled cups, and take your stand 
In the saloon, concealed — you know the place — 
Where you have stood before on such occasions. 
To overhear what passes. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

Yes, your Highness, 
I know it — is that all? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

No — carry with you 
A sword, a trusty sword, and wait my signal. 
If I call simply, " Rustighello," enter. 
Bearing the salver ; if I soimd my bell. 
Of which you know the tone, then enter, too, 
But sword in hand. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

My lord, it is sufficient. 
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DON ALPHONSO. 

Keep your sword drawn, so are you spared the trouble 
Of cu*awing it. Away ! You are discreet, 
And will not, uninvited, taste the wine ? 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

Not I, indeed, my liege ; too well I know it. 

[^Exeunt on different sides. 



Scene II. 



Afnagnificeat apartment in the Ducal Palace ofFerrara 
— the Duke m seated in a chair of state of crimson vel- 
vet, embroidered with the arms of the house of Este — 
at the back of the stage large folding doors, and on one 
side a sort of closet with a gothic window looking upon 
the stage. 

LUCREZIA (bursting in impetuously). 
My lord, my lord ! this is unbearable ; 
Insult, and infamy, and outrages, 
Are showered upon my head. Some miscreant here, 
Here, on the very walls of this your palace, 
Now, in the very face of day, hath dared 
To mutilate my name ! Ay, there it stood 
Graven beneath my family escutcheon, 
Ferrara's pride and terror — there it stands. 
The mark for ribald jests. Who hath done this 
I know not, Don Alphonso ; but I know 
That these same citizens, who gape and grin 
At my dishonoured blazon, as they would 
Around a pillory, though they be, in faith. 
The scum of Italy, are your own subjects ; 
And that I, too, at whom the finger points. 
Am your own wife. What ! think you, it were not 
Better by one sharp dagger's blow to die, 
Thftn by a thousand venom ed pricks ? 'Fore God ! 
But I am strangely treated here, within 
Your Dukedom of Ferrara, and commence 
To weary of it. You, my gracious lord. 
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Look calmly on, and see the fair renown 

Of your own wife dragged through the slimy gutters 

Of your own city, and beneath the fangs 

Of curs torn piecemeal. But, Sir Duke, I warn you. 

That there must be a reparation made, 

Sudden, severe, and full. Prepare yourself 

To render justice. As you are my husband, 

So must you be my champion. He who weds 

Must needs protect ; and he who gives the hand 

Should give the arm. Remember this, I coimt 

Upon your services. What ! still unmoved ? 

Day after day fresh injuries, and still keeping 

The same demeanour i Think you, Don Alphonso, 

That I may be o'erwhelmed with filth, and you 

Escape unsplashed ? Come, I adjure you, shew 

One single spark of anger — ^let me see you, 

Once in your life, wax warm on my behalf. 

You are, or feign to be, at times enamoured 

Of my poor person ; be so of my fame. 

And you are jealous, too ! be jealous, then. 

Of my renown. Hath not my dowry doubled 

Your territories ? Have you not received 

Rimini, and Sienna, and Spoleto, 

And other cities, with me, numbering more 

Than all your castles ? — duchies numbering more 

Than all your baronies? Have I not made you 

Amongst the lords of Italy the first 

In rank and wealth ? And are these fitting reasons 

That I should be abandoned to the scorn 

Of your vile populace, or in the eyes 

Of wondering Europe be debased and sunk 

Down to a level with the helping mates 

Of your grooms' lacqueys ? By my living soul, 

I do declare to you. Sir Duke, the author 

Of this foul crime shall be dragged forth, and punished. 

Promptly and terribly, or I wul make 

Complaint before the Pope, and call for aid 

Upon my brother, who is Ijdng now 

With fifteen thousand men, good soldiers all. 

Encamped at Forli. Now, my lord and husband. 

Now, will you condescend to raise yourself 

From your soft-cushioned seat ? 
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DON ALPHONSO. 

The crime, my lady, 
Of which, most reasonably, you complam. 
Was known to me. 

LUCREZIA. 

How so. Sir Duke ! the crime 
Known ? and the criminal not yet discovered ? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

He is discovered, Madam. 

LUCREZIA. 

God be thanked ! 
But if discovered, wherefore happens it 
That he is not arrested? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Pardon me, 
He is arrested, Madam. 

LUCREZIA. 

On my soul, 
*Tis well ! but if arrested, wherefore not 
Already punished? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

There has been delay 
For your advice upon the mode and time 
Of punishment. 

LUCREZIA. 

'Tis well again, my lord. 
Where is the criminal? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Here. 

LUCREZIA. 

Here ? bethink you 
We must needs make example ; such a crime 
Ranks as high treason, and lays low the head 
That ventures to conceive, and lops the hand 
That dares to execute. Here, did you say ? 
I would confront him. 
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But at the door by which they leave it — mark me ! — 
Hicre will be stationed now awaiting them 
Mj aentiDel — the executioner! 



I swear, my liege ! 

DON ALPHONSo (mockmg her). 

Nay, spare thyself the pains ! 
Oaths are but for the people ; give me not 
Such paltry reasonings. 

LUCREZIA. 

If you did but know — 

DON ALPHONSO. 

I know too much already. I detest 
Your family of Borgia ; you, yourself, 
Above them all, whom I have loved so weakly. 
Is it not monstrous, that the house of £ste 
Should tarnish its escutcheon by alliance 
With such a bastard race, whose very name 
Stinks in the nostrils of all Italy ? 
I loathe your brother Caesar, on whose visage 
Are natmnl drops of blood: your mother, too, 
The Spanish courtesan, Rosa Vanozza, 
Scandal of Rome : and your pretended nephews, 
The Dukes of Nepi and of Sermoneto— 
Fair Dukes, in truth, created yesterday 
From spoliated duchies. Stop me not ! 

\She is about to speak. 
Your Sire, the Pope, I hold him in abhorrence — 
Pope though he be, he hath a harem stocked 
With youthful beauties, as he were a sultan ; 
He fills the galleys with illustrious men — 
The Sacred College with banditti ; slaves. 
Beneath his iron rule, usurp the places 
Of cardinals, and cardinals of slaves. 
Now I have spoken ; daughter, sons, and sire, 
Madam, I hate ye all ! 

LUCREZIA (throwing herself at his feet). 
My liege, my liege, 
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Look you ! for answer, on my bended knees, 
I do adjure you in the Virgin's name, 
By the remembrance of your mother's love, 
Your father's glory, grant me this poor boon. 
This Captain's life ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Ah me! how love can plead! 
Within an hour, fair lady, you shall have 
His body at your service ; do with it. 
As may best please you. 

LUCREZIA. 

Mercy for Gennaro ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Could you but look into my soul, and see 
How settled is mv purpose, you would plead 
No more than if he were already dead 
Here at your feet. 

LUCREZIA (rismgy and assuming a menacing attitude). 
Ha! is it so, indeed? 
Then, Don Alphonso of Ferrara, heed thee : 
Look, my fourth husband, to thyself I 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Play not 
The lady terrible with me — I quail not. 
I know your treacheries ; but I will not be. 
Like your first husband, simply done to death 
By poison — that poor Spanish gentleman 
Whose very name nor you nor I can tell ; 
Nor, like the second, the imbecile Sforza, 
Be by a woman into exile driven ; 
Nor be assassinated, like the third, 
My namesake, he of Arragon, whose blood 
So watery flowed, that not a stain was left 
Upon the staircase where the feeble boy 
Was murdered. Dream it not. I am a man ; 
The name of Hercules was often borne 
By my male ancestors ; my soldiers fill 
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My city and my lordship ; I myself 

Have learned their trade, and have not sold my cannon, 

Like your poor King of Naples, to the Pope, 

Your holy father. 

LUCREZIA. 

You may live, my lord. 
To wish those words unsaid ; you do forget 
That I am— 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Madam, I rememher well, 
Not only who you are, but where you are. 
You are the daughter of the Pope, but are not 
In Rome ; you are the mistress of Spoleto, 
But are not in Spoleto — you are here. 
Fast in Ferrara's walls ; and furthermore. 
You are the wife, the subject, and the servant 
Of Duke Alphonso of Ferrara ! 

[LucREziA, pale with terror and rage^ recoils 
before the Duke's words and looks, and sinks 
exhausted upon a couch. • 

What! 
You do recoil, and shrink, and stand in awe 
Of me ! 'tis well, my lady : heretofore, 
'Twas I who feared ; henceforward be it thus. 
And to commence, I have your lover here — 
He dies. 

LUCREZIA (in a feeble voice). 
Be reasonable. If this man 
Be author of this crime, if he insult me. 
How can he be my lover ? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Wherefore not ? 
Caprice, or spite, or jealousy, might prompt it; 
He might be jealous, Madam : pleaa no more. 
He dies ; it is my will, my fantasy. 
The fashion of his death ? — decide, and quickly. 

LUCREZIA (wringing her hands), 
O God of Heaven ! 
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DON ALPH0N80. 

So, SO, you will not answer ? 
Here in the antechamber it were best 
By iword. 

[The Duke moves as if going out, she seizes 
his arm. 

LUCREZIA. 

Stop ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Would your Highness then prefer 
With your own eracious hand to pour him out 
A cup of wine of Syracuse ? 

LUCREZIA (distractedly). 
Gennaro ! 

DON ALPHONSO (goiug). 
He dies. 

LUCREZIA. 

Oh, not the sword ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

What will you then ? 

LUCREZIA. 

Tliat other thing. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

You know the golden goblet ? 
A draught from it, for him, poured forth by you ! 
I shall be by — evasion or delay 
Brings but the sword. 



Your cruel will. 



LUCREZIA. 

I am resigned to do 



DON ALPHONSO (coUing ahud). 

Battista ! [Battista re-appears. 

Bring again 
The prisoner here before me. [Exit Battista. 
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LUCREZIA. 

Don Alphonso, 
You have no pity ! 

[ue-enter Battista, ushering in Gennaro 
between the guards, 

DON alphonso (turning to Gennaro, and speaking gror- 
ciously), 
I have heard fair news, 
^;nor Gennaro, that this morning's deed 
Was mere hravado, done in jest, without 
Intent to insult, and that you have earned 
A soldier's name — my Laov Duchess there 
Pardons your crime, and Heaven forhid that I 
Should interpose to roh the State of Venice, 
My neighbour and ally, of a good servant. 
Nay, I would not witndraw from Christendom 
One faithful arm, that wields a faithful sword. 
Now, whilst the Infidels and Saracens 
Maintain themselves in Candia and in Cyprus. 



I thank your Highness heartily ; I did not 
Expect this grace— it is a royal boon. 
And royally bestowed. Our God will shew 
Mercy above to those who shew it here. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Does the Republic for your services 

Give you good treatment ? — one year with another 

What may you gain ? 

GENNARO. 

I have a company 
Of fifty lances, that I clothe and nourish; 
For tms the state doth pay me by the year 
Two thousand golden sequins, with the chance 
Of forfeitures and pillage. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

If I offer 
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Four thousand, Captain, will you list yourself 
Under my banner ? 

GENNARO. 

*Tis not possible, 
My liege ; for five years I am bound to serve 
The most Serene Republic. 

DON ALFHONSO. 

Wherefore bound? 

GENNARO. 

By oath ! 

DON ALFHONSO (oside to Lucrezia). 
It seems, then. Madam, that some people 
Do keep their oaths. You answer me right well — 

[Zb Gennaro 
'Twas but a passing thought. 

GENNARO. 

Now, since your Grace 
Hath spared my life, I may in honour mention 
One tnfling circumstance, unspoken else. 
Your Highness may remember the assault 
Upon Faenza, now sonf^ two years since, 
Wherein your sire, Duke Hercules of Este, 
Was by the hand of an adventurer 
From aeadly peril saved. 

DON ALFHONSO. 

I know it well. 
And searched in vain for that devoted soldier. 

GENNARO. 

'Twas I, my Lord. 

DON ALFHONSO. 

By Heaven, good Signor Captain, 
'Tis strange indeed to find him here in you I 
That deed deserved a recompense ; you will not 
Refuse to take this purse of golden sequins ? 

[ Giving him a purse. 
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OENNARO. 

Pardon, my liege ; but when we take upon us 
To fight the battles of the Great Republic, 
We swear to touch no money at the hands 
Of foreign potentates. Yet, by your leave, 
I will accept this purse, and, in my name. 
Distribute it amongst these gallant fellows. 

{^Pointing to the guards. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Do so ; but then return and drink with me. 
In token of regard, a friendly cup 
Of wine of Syracuse. 



I shall be proud 
To do your Highness' bidding. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

And in honour 
Of one who saved my father's life, I will 
That our fair Duchess condescend to pour 
Herself the cup for you. 

[Gennaro bows, and walks to the back part of 
the stage to distribute the money amongst the 
guards. 

Now, Rustighello! 

{The Duke caUs, 

Enter Rustighello, bearing the salver. 
There ; place the goblets on the table — so. 

tThe Duke takes Lucrezia by the hand, 
ear my orders to this man ! 
Back, Rustighello, to thy post; be ready 
With thy drawn sword in nand, and if I sound 
My silver bell, come forth and use it. Go ! 

[Rustighello retires again into the cabinet. 
You, Madam, will be pleased to fill his cup 
From out the golden goblet. 

LUCREZIA {in an agitated and feeble tone). 
Yes, my lord ; 
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Bat if you knew how far more horrible 
Than all imaginings is jour decree, 
Your very blood, remorseless as you are, 
Woold freeze within your veins. 

DON ALFHONSO. 

The sdden goblet! 
Deceive not me, nor him, nor yet thyself. 

[Gennaro, having finished the tRstrUmtion of the 
contents of the purse, agmn comes forward. 
Well, Captain, welf— let us drink a cup together! 

[The DukefUls and takes in his hand one of the 
enamelled cups, pouring from the silver goblet. 
This to thy health! 

GENNARO. 

My lord, I am confounded 
By so much goodness ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Madam, will it please you 
To fill the Captain's cup. Signor Gennaro, 
Your years may be some — 

GENNARO (presenting ^e other cup to the Duchess). 
Twenty. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

You should be [jTo Gennaro. 
The golden goblet. Madam, [Aside to Lucrezia. 

at that age [To Gennaro, resuming. 
A lover, probably ? 

[Lucrezia, trembling^ takes the golden goblet 
in her hand. 

gennaro. 
Who could deny it? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Bethink you. Madam, would it not have been 
A burning shame, had we cut off this youth 
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From life, from love, from gallantry, from war ; 
From feasts, from masques, from the gay carnivals 
Of Venice ; from the d^es who might have loved him, 
Who nught have been by him beloved? How say you? 
A burning shame ? But come, pour forth the wme — 
A moment's hesitation, and I sound lAside ^oLucrezia. 
For Rustighello. 

[LucREZiA pours out the wine from the goblet 
if gold, 

GENNARO. 

Thanks again, my Lord, 
That for my mother you have let me live. 

LUCREZIA (aside), 
Ob, horrors ! 

DON ALFHONSO. 

To your health ; long may you live, 
Signor Gennaro ! [Drinks. 

GENNARO. 

I salute your Highness. [Dritiks. 

LUCREZIA (aside). 
Great God ! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Tis done [ewidc]. Now, Captain, I must 
leave you. [Aloud. 

You may away to Venice at your pleasure. 
Are you not gratefid, Madam, for this favour ? 

[Aside to Lucrezia. 
You shall remain together undisturbed— 
I would not stay to mar the tenderness 
Of your farewell. 

[Exit Don ALvnojiso, followed by the guards. 

LUCREZIA (after securing the door of the cabinet and 
others). 
Gennaro, you are poisoned ! 



Poisoned ? 















\ 















;>^*^ 



u.] LUCREZIA BORGIA. 

LUCREZiA (sinking upon a couch, overwhelmed). 
Mercy, mercy ! 



Are you not named Lucrezia Boreia ? Think you 

I never heard men of Zizimi speak, 

Bajazet's brother, who was made to fear 

That Charles the Eighth had poisoned him, then urged 

To drink an antidote, of whicn he died ? 

The hand that did present that antidote 

Is here — ^the tongue that bade him drink and live 

la here^ and bids me drink ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Ah ! wretched woman ! 
Believe me ! 

GENNARO. 

Madam ! there is treachery lurking 
Beneath your fei^n^d love. You have on me 
Some sinister design ; perchance you know — 
Yes, yes — I read it plainly in your looks — 
You know my history — my family name — 
My mother ! yet, from some forbidding cause, 
You hide all nrom me. There is mystery here 
Impenetrable ; and there is, perchance. 
Vengeance through me on others — who can tell? 
Agamst my very mother you may bear 
Rancorous hate ! 



Your mother ! Ah, Gennaro, 
She may not be all that you picture her ! 
How would you bear the thought, that on her fame 
There might be spots as on my own? 

GENNARO. 

Forbear ! 
Slander her not, Madam Lucrezia. No ! 
My mother is not, cannot be a woman 
Such as your crimes have made you. On my heart 
I have her image stamped indelibly. 



66 LUCREZIA BORGIA. [act hi. 

Pure, holy, innocent : my very blood 

Would boil with indignation, were my mother 

One of your courtly diames — demons of lust, 

And luxury, and crime ! Ah ! no ; I feel 

Assured that she is worthy of all love 

And filial reverence ! Yes, you know her, Madam, 

And dare not contradict me. 

LUCREZIA (her utterance hal/'Choked), 
No, Gennaro ; 
The woman, and the mother, whom you paint — 
I know them not ! 



But wherefore should I speak 
Before Lucrezia Borgia ? 'Tis reported 
That you are childless, Madam ; and therein 
Is heaven most pitiful. Who would have owned — 
What miserable outcast would have dared 
To own such parentage ? What ! be called son 
By you, Lucrezia Borgia ! What ! call you, 
Lucrezia Borgia, by the name of mother ! 



Gennaro, you are poisoned ! and the Duke, 
Who deems you dead, may come upon us here : 
I should do nought but save, and speed you forth ; 
And yet you utter words so terrible. 
That I stand spell-bound, petrified, aghast. 
And listen to toem ! 

GENNARO. 

Madam ! 

LUCREZIA. 

This must end. 
Revile me — crush me — tread me down beneath 
Your withering scorn ; — ^but you are poisoned ! drink 

^Approaching and urging him. 
This antidote, and live ! 

GENNARO. 

How can I place 
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Reliance on your words ? The Duke ist noble ; 
I saved his father's life : you have I outraged ; 
And you should be avenged. 

LUCREZIA. 

What! I on thee? 
I on Gennaro ? Vengeance ? I would give 
All my existence, could I add one hour 
To thine — my blood, to spare thee but a tear. 
I would be bound upon the rack, to place thee 
Upon a ^one : I would do this, and more, 
And murmur not, nor hesitate, but feel 
That I was happy, privileged ! Alas ! 
This wretched broken heart is full of thee, 
And yet thou know'st it not. But haste, Gennaro ! 
The poison — time — delay not — yet a moment, 
And it may be too late ! — O God ! Be moved 
By my entreaties, prayers ! Drink ! drink in pity 
For me, and for thyself. For Heaven's sake, orink ! 
Drink, and be saved ! 



Can this again be treachery ? 
Well, if there be another crime herein. 
Be it upon thy head ! Come, let me have it ! 
At least my life is scarcely worth the pain 
To be disputed longer. \_Take8 the phial, and drinks, 

LUCREZIA. 

Saved ! And now 
Away, and spur for Venice ! Hast thou money ? 

GENNARO. 

I have. 

LUCREZIA. 

The Duke believes thee dead : thy flight 
May be unnoticed. Keep this antidote, 
And lay it not aside ; for poison lurks 
In all our feasts — and, above all, for thee ! 
Now, by this door descend : the staircase leads 

[Pointing out a small door. 
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Through the Negroni palace. Loiter Dot 
An hour, a minute : leave Ferrara's walls, 
As though they were the walls of Sodom — ^fly, 
And look not back. Adieu ! — ^but yet — one word — 
The last, Gennaro. [ With hesitation. 

OENNARO. 

Speak, my lady, speak. 



The last farewell is said : I dare not hope 
Again to meet thee in my wayward comrse ; 
That bliss would be too perilous for thee. 
Ah, my Gennaro, we are doomed to part 
For ever in this world, and possibly 
In that which is to come ! Can'st thou not utter 
One gentle word to soothe my bleeding heart. 
Ere I am robbed of all I cherish ? 

OENNARO. 

Madam? 

LUCREZIA. 

One word — ^bethink thee, I have saved thy life ! 



You tell me so ; but this is mystery still ! 
What should I think of you ? Well, Madam, well- 
J can, and do forgive you freely all. 
One thing alone excepted. 

LUCREZIA. 

And that one ? 



Swear such an oath as may be binding on you : 
By my own head, as you profess to love me ; 
By the eternal safety of my soul ; 
Swear that your crimes have never been the cause 
Of my poor mother's miseries. 
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LUCREZIA. 

Your words 
May not be trifled with. I cannot swear it ! 

OENNARO. 

My mother ! O my mother! Here I find 
Thy evil genius ! 

LUCREZIA. 

O Gennaro ! 

OENNARO. 

Peace ! 
You have avowed it, Madam ; and I leave IGomg. 
My curses on your head ! [Exit, 

LUCREZIA. 

On thine be blessings ! 
[She falls fainting on the couch — the curtain drops. 



END OF ACT III* 
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ACT IV. 



Scene I. 

A street in Ferrara, before the lodgings of Gennaro, as 
in Act II, Scene III, — the Duke and Rustiohello 
enveloped in their mantles — it is dush — a light seen 
in one mndow, 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

Yes, my lord Duke, 'twas thus; she gave him life 
From some rare philter, and assisted him 
Through the Negroni palace to escape. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

And you permitted it? 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

What could I do? 
She had secured the door — I was imprisoned. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

You should have forced it. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

What! a door of oak? 
A holt of iron? not an easy matter. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

I tell you that you should have forced an entrance, 
And killed him on the spot. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

Your Highness knows, 
That if I could have thrown myself upon him, 
Madam Lucrezia would have sheltered him 
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ler own body ; what could I have done ? 
: have killed her. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Well! what then? why not? 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

DO orders for her ladyship. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

ustighello ! good and faithful senrants 
ret silence sometimes when their masters 
not a word. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

I should have feared to embroil 
Highness with the Pope. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Pshaw! fool! 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

My lord, 
embarrassing. What! raise a hand 
St the daughter of his Holiness! 

DON ALPHONSO. 

idthout killing her, you might have cried, 
ed for me, or something done, to hinder 
)ver from escaping. 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

And next day, 
rd and lady being reconciled, 
ould have had me hanged. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Enough! you tell me 
t is not too late! 

RUSTIOHELLO. 

You see the light, 
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There, in his window ; he is not yet gone. 
His valet, by the Duchess bribed, has taken 
A bribe from me, and told me all — ^he waits 
Now for his master, with two saddled horses, 
Behind the citadel ; within a moment 
Gennaro will come forth, take horse, and fly. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

In that case we must lie in ambuscade 
Behind the comer of his house — ^the night 
Is dark — and stab him as he passes by. 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

At your good pleasure. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Can you trust your sword? 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

Yes. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

And your dagger? have you. one? 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

Two things 
Are scarce beneath the sky of Italy — 
A man without a dagger, and a woman 
Without a lover, 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Well — with both hands strike him! 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

My lord the Duke, why should you not arrest him, 
Prove his offence, and hang him legally? 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Am I prepared to go to war with Venice? 

He is her subject; no— the poniard's stroke — 

One knows not whence it comes — ^it cannot, therefore. 

Compromise me ; the wine of Syracuse 

Were better still, but that has fuled. 
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RUSTIGHELLO. 

My lord, 
Were it not well that I should seek some help? 
I Iiave it close at hand. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Art thou afraid? 
Two against one? No. Signor Machiavel 
Hath told me many a time, that in these cases 
Princes should do their work themselves. 

RUSTIGHELLO. 

A footstep : 
Hark! some one comes. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

Keep close! keep close! 
[^They conceal themselves from observation. 

Enter Maffio, humming a tune, 

MAFFio (calling loudly). 

Gennaro ! 
[After a pause, Gennaro enters from his 



GENNARO. 

Ha! is it you? come in. 

MAFFIO. 

I cannot stay — 
I have not time ; hut are you so decided 
Not to he with us at this supper, given 
By the Princess? 

GENNARO. 

I am not asked, my friend. 

MAFFIO. 

I will present you. 

GENNARO. 

To he honest with you, 
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I have another reason — 'tis my purport 
To leave the city. 

MAFFIO. 

Leave it! when? and wherefore? 

OENNARO. 

Forthwith ; the reasons you shall hear in Venice. 

MAFFIO. 

A love affair? 

OENNARO. 

No, no, not that. 

MAFFIO. 

Not that? 
There is some mystery here. Come, come, Gennaro, 
You do not treat me fairly. We made oath 
Never to leave each other — to he brothers — 
To be inseparable ; and you talk 
Of setting forth alone? 

OENNARO. 

Come with me, then. 



Nay, rather come with me ; 'twere better, sure. 
To nass the night at table with gay comrades 
Ana pretty women, than upon Uie road, 
Between the fear of bandits and the chance 
Of falling into ditches. 



The Negroni 
Did not this morning altogether seem 
Trustworthy in your eyes. 



&i 



I have inquired, 
ipo was right — she is a charming woman— 
a right playful £Euicy — loving music 
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And poetry. Come, come ; refuse me not — 
Be my companion. 

GENNARO. 

Tis not possible ! 

MAFFIO. 

At fall of ni^ht? You will, assuredly, 
Be murdered on the way. 

GENNARO. 

Fear not. Adieu. 
Much pleasure to you ! 

MAFFIO. 

I have my forebodings 
About your journey, brother. 

GENNARO. 

I have mine 
About your supper, brother. 

MAFFIO. 

If, perchance, 
m should befall you whilst we are apart ! 

GENNARO. 

Who will ensure, that I shall not to-morrow 
Reproach myself for leaving you to-night ? 

MAFFIO. 

In truth we should not, must not, separate. 

Let each yield something ; come with me to-night 

To the Negroni palace, and to-morrow. 

At dawn of day, we will away together. 

Is it agreed? 

GENNARO. 

So much you press me, Maffio, 
That I must e'en impart to you the motives 
Of my abrupt departure — you shall judge 
If it be necessary. 

[^They retire arm in arm, converting in whkperSf 
to the hack part of the stage. 
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RusTioHELLO (couceoled, in low tone). 
Now, my lord, 
Shall we attack them ere they can turn round 
And strike in their defence? 

DON ALPHONSO (low). 

No, no ; keep close ; 
ril see the end of this. 

[^After a pauses Gennaro and Maffio return 
to the front of the stage f Maffio laughing 
heartily, 

MAFFIO. 

Why, thou art duped, 
My dear Gennaro. There is neither poison, 
Nor antidote, in all this fearful tale — 
It is pure comedy. The Dame Lucrezia, 
Deeply enamoured, sought to make thee think 
That she had saved thy life, and hoped, the while, 
To see thee glide from gratitude to love. 
Pshaw! Don Alphonso is a princely fellow, 
And well aware that thou didst save the life 
Of his ^ood father. 'Tis the Duchess wills 
Thy qmck return to Venice ; for, in truth, 
She would he more at liberty to follow 
Her inclinations there than in Ferrara, 
Where she is haunted by her husband. 



GENNARO. 

May be the proper version. 



This 



MAFFIO. 

Then, besides. 
Think of the feast — delicious. Come ; you must. 
Why, am not I most prudent? give I not 
Sage counsel always? Shall we never sup. 
Because some twice or thrice the accursed Borgias 
Have drugged their best wine for their best of friends? 
What! must we fancy every generous cup 
Of wine of Syracuse a deacQy potion. 
And metamorphose every noble dame 
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Into Lucrezia Borgia ? 'twere absurd ! 
Spectres and phantoms ! under such delusion, 
Tne infant only at its mother's breast 
Could be assured of what it drinks, and sup 
Without inquietude. By Hercules, 
Gennaro, be a man or be an infant — 
Back to your nurse, or with us to this supper ! 



Well, after all, there would be something odd 
In my nocturnal flight ; it would be deemed 
Sheer cowardice. And, truly, if there be 
Danger in staying here, I should not leave 
Mamo alone to meet it. Come what may, 
*Tis but one chance against another — yes, 
You shall present me ; I will go with you. 

MAFFio (shaking him by the hand). 
Bravo ! a true friend ! we have compromised 
Our differences well — a feast to-night, 
A gallop with the dawn ! 

^Exeunt Maffio and Gennaro — the Duke and 
RusTiGHELLO leave their place of conceal- 
ment. 

RusTiGHELLO (his draum sword in hand). 
What wait we for ? 
They are but two, my Lord — take you your man. 
And I will deal with his companion. 

DON ALPHONSO. 

No! 
Hold, Rustighello — they attend the feast 
At the Negroni Palace, and will find. 
If I am well informed — 

[PameSf and then hursts into a laugh. 
Yes, yes, by Heaven ! 
It would be pleasant, and a surer mode 
Of compassing my ends. I'll wait one day. 
Come, Rustighello, let us in again. [Exeunt. 
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Scene II. 

A magnificeni Hall in the Negroni Palace— folding-doors 
at the end — a table superbly served after the fashion 
of the fifteenth century — black pages in attendance. 
There are fourteen persons at table, Jeppo, Maffio, 
AscANio, Oloferno, Apostolo, Gennaro, and Gu- 
EETi Ajwith ^Ae Princess Negroni, ane^^io; other young 
and handsome women, gaily dressed — (dl are eating 
and drinking, or laughing with their neighbours, except 
Gennaro, who is silent and pensive. 

OLOFERNO (his gldss in hand). 
Here's to the wine of Xeres : Xer^s should be 
Thecity of theblesti 

MAFFio (his glass in hand). 

The wine we drink, 
You must allow it, Jeppo, far surpasses 
Your own interminable tales. 

ASCANIO. 

Poor Jeppo ! 
It is his malady, when he is drunk. 
To dole us out his tales. 

DON APOSTOLO. 

The other day, 
It was at Venice, at the masquerade 
Of the Doge Barbarigo — 'tis to-day 
The same thing here, before our lady hostess. 
The most divine Negroni 

ASCANIO. 

Then it was 
A fearful story — ^for to-day he gives us 
A lively anecdote ! 

MAFFIO. 

You call it lively ? 
How Siliceo, a gay cavalier 
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Of thirty summers, haying gambled freely, 
And spent his patrimony, was compelled 
To marry a ricn marchioness, who nmnbered 
Forty-eight winters — but, by Bacchus' body. 
Call you that lively? 

GUBETTA. 

It is sad, but common. 
A ruined man must often wed a woman 
Who is ia ruins. 

PRINCESS NEGRONI (pointing to Gennaro). 
Signer Count Orsini, 
You have a friend there who appears to me 
To wear a gloomy face. 

MAFFIO. 

'Tis always thus. 
Ipray you. Madam, pardon me my rudeness 
That I nave brought nim here, a guest unasked. 
He is my brother in arms — he saved my life 
Before Rimini ; I received a blow, 
Destined for him, upon Vicenza's bridge. 
And thus we never are apart — we live 
United. A Bohemian once assured us 
That we should die upon the self-same day. 

princess NEGRONI (laughing). 
And did he say if this event would happen 
At night or morning ? 

MAFFIO. 

If I do remember, 
He said the morning. 

PRINCESS NEGRONI (laughing mor^ heartily). 
Your Bohemian, then. 
Was little better than a fool — he knew not 
Of what he spoke. And so you really love 
This youth ? 

MAFFIO. 

As well as man may love his fellow. 
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PRINCESS NEGRONI. 

And to each other you are all in all? 
And you are happy? 

MAFFIO. 

Friendship cannot, Madam, 
Fill up the heart. 

PRINCESS NEGRONI. 

Indeed ! What, then, can fill it ? 

MAFFIO. 

Love ! 

PRINCESS NEGRONI. 

Ah, you have it always on your tongue ! 

MAFFIO. 

And you, fair lady, in your eyes ! 

PRINCESS NEGRONI. 

How quaint 
You are ! 

MAFFIO. 

And you, how beautiful ! 

[/« the early part of this conversation Maffio 
and the Princess have left the tahU — the others 
also come and go occasionally between the table 
and the front €fthe stage — they converse^ laugh, 
8^c, Maffio endeavours to put his arm round 
the Princess's waist, 

PRINCESS NEGRONI. 

Sir Count! 
Hands off! 

MAFFIO. 

One single kiss upon your hand ! 

PRINCESS NEGRONI {escaping). 
No, no, not one ! 
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GUBETTA (coming up to Maffio). 
You make a rapid progress 
Tinth the Negroni! 

MAFFIO. 

She says ever, " No !" 

GUBETTA. 

When women say it, No is elder brother 
To Yes. 

JEFFO (approaching Maffio). 
How *find you Madam the Princess ? 

maffio. 
Adorable ! I -am, between ourselves. 
Most furiously smitten. 

JEFPO. 

And her supper? 



A perfect feast. 



JEPPO. 

The Princess is a widow ! 



maffio. 
So, from her gaiety, one might suppose. 

JEPPO. 

All your suspicions, then, are lulled to rest 
About her supper ? 



I was a fool ! 



maffio. 
How could I suspect ? 

JEPPO. 

Here, Signor Belverana ; 



Would you believe it, that our comrade Maffio 
Was half afraid to sup with the Negroni ! 
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GUBETTA. 

Afraid! and why? 

JEPPO. 

Because her palace adjoins 
The palace of the Borgias. 

GUBETTA. 

Pshaw ! the devil 
Take all these Borgias ! Come, come, let us drink ! 

[_He returns to the table, 

JEPPO (aside to Maffio). 
One thing I like in this Count Belverana, 
He does not love the Borgias. 

MAFFIO (low, in reply). 

No. In truth, 
He never misses opportunities 
To send them to the devil, with an unction 
Somewhat peculiar ! Ne'ertheless, dear Jeppo — 

JEPPO. 

Well, what ? What now ? 

MAFFIO. 

'Tis this : throughout the evenir 
I've had my eye on this pretended Spaniard — 
He has drank only water ! 

JEPPO. 

What! again 
Your douhts are creeping on you? Fie, fie, Maffio 
I am ashamed of you ! 

MAFFIO. 

I am a fool — 
Think no more of it. 

GUBETTA {again coming forward and eyeing Mai 
from top to toe). 

Signer Count Orsini, 
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ja baye the very figure of a man 

/ho should live ninety years ; and, on my word, 

foa much resemble my old grandfather, 

^ho reached that ripe age. He was also called 

Gil Basilio Feman Ireneo 

Felipe Frasco Frasquito— his title, 

Count Belverana. 

JEPPO {oiide to Maffio). 
You no longer doubt 
His Spanish origin. Why, man, he has 
Full twenty names. A goodly litany, 
Signor ! lAloud to Gubetta. 

GUBETTA. 

Alas ! our parents have the habit 
Of giving us more freely names in baptism 
Than crowns in marriage ! But what laugh they at 
Yonder? — *Tis time to find or make a pretext — iMide, 
The women must withdraw. 

[He returns to the table and seats himself, 

OLOFERNO (drinking). 

By Hercules, 
Gentlemen, never have I seen a banquet 
So well appointed. Ladies, try this wine ; 
It is to my taste far more delicate 
Than that of Naples, with a racy spirit 
Better than that of Cyprus — 'tis the wine 
Of Syracuse, my lords. 

GUBETTA (eating), 

I do believe 
That Olofemo is half drunk. 

OLOFERNO. 

Fair ladies, 
I must repeat to you some lively verses, 
That I have lately made ; I would I were 
Poet enough to celebrate your charms 
As they deserve ! 
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OUBETTA. 

And I, I wish I were 
Wealthy enough to give you all good portions ! 

OLOFERNO. 

Oh, there is nothing sweeter than to sing 
A pretty woman, and a good repast ! 

OUBETTM 

Unless to eat the one, and kiss the other. 

OLOFERNO. 

Yes ! I would he a poet — I would soar 
Up to the sky — I would I had two wings ! 



Of pheasant on thy plate 7 

OLOFERNO. 

But will you hear 
My sonnet? 

OUBETTA. 

In the devil's name, my lord, 
The Marquis Olofemo Vitellozzo, 
I think we can dispense with that same sonnet — 
Do let us drink. 

OLOFERNO (warmly). 
You can dispense, indeed ? 

OUBETTA. 

Yes ! as I can dispense with a dog's hite ; 

With the Pope's blessing ; or with showers of stones 

Cast at me in the street. 

OLOFERNO. 

Tore God, I think 
The little Spaniard wishes to insult me ! 

OUBETTA. 

Peace, my Italian giant ; I do not 
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Care to insult you ; but I may refuse 
Attention to your sonnet, since my throat 
Has greater thirst for this good wine of Cyprus, 
Than have my ears for yoiur fine poetry. 

OLOFERNO {much excited). 
Your ears, you old Castilian file ? I'll nail them 
Up to the wall, if you say more. 

GUBETTA. 

Fie, fie ; 
Was ever such a fool ? to drink the wine 
Of Syracuse, and talk as would a groom. 
Fuddled with filthy beer ! 

OLOFERNO (rising from the table). 
Now, by my soul, 
But I will quarter you ! 

OUBETTA (taking a pheasant on his plate), 
I cannot say 
So much as that ; I do not care to carve 
Such a colossal fowl as you. Come, ladies. 
Eat of this pheasant : — may I offer it? IQfering it. 

OLOFERNO (seizing a knife). 
By Heaven, but I will rip him up, the scoundrel. 
Had he the blood of emperors in his veins ! 

THE WOMEN (rising from table). 
Help ! they are going to fight ! 

THE MEN (keeping back Oloferno, who strives to 
rush upon Gubetta). 

Hold, Oloferno ! 
{_A scene of confusion ensues — Oloferno is dis- 
armed — but in the mean time the women Jig out 
by a side door, 

oloferno (stiU struggling). 
Body of Bacchus ! 
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GUBETTA (mocking him). 
You a poet, too, 
Putting the dames to flight? 



JEPPO. 

True ; where are they ? 



MAFFIO. 

The steel has frightened them. 



They will return. 



OLOFERNO (sUU menacing). 
To-morrow, then, my little Belverana, 
Nothing shall part us. 

GUBETTA. 

For to-morrow, Signor, 
I shall he ready. 

[Oloferno returns to the table, Gubetta laughs. 
Did you ever know 
Such imbecility ? — to drive away 
Ferrara's loveliest women with a knife 
Wrapped in his sonnet ! think of quarrelling here 
About some silly verses ! On my soul, 
It must have wings indeed — 'tis not a man. 
It is a bird, a gosling — it must perch, 
And it must sleep upon one leg, that creature 
Called Oloferno. 

JEPPO. 

There now, gentlemen. 
Make up the matter for to-night — to-morrow 
You may at leisure cut each other's throats 
With swords, not knives. 

ASCANIO. 

But now you speak of swords, 
Where are our own ? 

DON APOSTOLO. 

You do not, then, remember, 
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That in the antechamber we were asked 
To leave them as we entered ? 

OUBETTA. 

ItWJ 

A good precaution — otherwise, perchance, 
We might have fought before those noble ladies 
A feat more worthy of a Flemish hall, 
Where with tobacco all the worid is drunk. 

GENNARO (ironically). 
A wise precaution ? 



So, you speak at last. 
Brother Gennaro ; this is your first word 
Since our arrival, and you will not drink. 
Is it the Duchess occupies your thoughts ? 
Come, come, Gennaro, you will not deny 
That some love-passages have taken place 
Between yourself and her. 

GENNARO (recklessly). 

Give me to drink — 
I will not, Maffio, desert my friends 
At table, or in battle. 

A BLACK PAGE (wttk two fiogous tu hand). 
Gentlemen, 
Cjrprus, or Syracuse ? which wine? 

MAFFIO. 

Give us 
The wine of S3rracuse — it is the stronger ! 

IThe Page Jills all the glasses. 

JEPPO. 

A plague on Olofemo ! will the ladies 

Not venture to return ? ^ITe tries the doors successively. 

Ho, Signers, ho ! 
The doors are fastened from without ! 
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MAFFIO. 

Now, Jeppo, 
It is your tum»you can be frightened too. 
But this is nothing — ^probably they wished 
That we should not pursue them. 

OENNARO. 

Let us drink, 
My friends and comrades ! 

[They touch each others* glasses. 

MAFFIO. 

To thy health, Gennaro ! 
And may thy mother soon be found ! 

GENNARO. 

God grant it ! 
[They aU drink, except Gubetta, who 
throws his wine over Ms shoulder. 

MAFFIO (iiside to Jeppo). 
Jeppo, this time at least I am not blind. 

JEPPO (aside in reply). 
How so ? 

MAFFIO. 

The Spaniard has not drunk ! 

JEPPO. 

What then ? 

MAFFIO. 

Oyer his shoulder he has thrown his wine ! 

JEPPO. 

You are both drunk, the Spaniard and yourself. 

MAFFIO (passing his hand across his brow). 
It may be so. 

GUBETTA. 

Come, gentlemen, a song. 
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A drinking-song — I'll sing you one that's worth 
A trifle more than Olofemo's sonnet — 
Though hy the old skull of my huried father, 
111 swear I made it not ; I have no wit 
To spin one thought into two jingling rhymes. 

ALL. 

Gubetta's song ! 

GUBETTA. 

Well, fill your glasses, Signors ! 

SONG. 

Friends, ye are welcome ! 

Be merry to-night ! 
Let the hall echo 

Your shouts of delight ! 
All eyes fall of love, 

All cnps full of wine. 
Cavaliers joyous, 

And women divine ! 

Why should ye trouble 

X our brains with thinkin g ? 

Be loving always, 
And often drinking ! 

(Chorw—Whj should ye, fire.) 

IThey drink , jingle their glasses, and laugh im- 
moderately. Suddenly voices are heard at a 
distance chanting in mournful strains, 

VOICES WITHOUT. 

Sanctum et terribile nomen ejus. Initium sapientiae 
timor Domini. 

JEPPO. 

Hark ! what is that ? By Bacchus, my good friends. 
Whilst we are singing chorus here, the echo 
Chants vespers ! 

ALL. 

Listen! 
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VOICES WITHOUT (nearer). 
Nisi Dominus custodierit civitatem, frustr^ vigilat 
qui custodit earn. 

JEPPO (laughing). 

It is solemn music. 

MAFFIO. 

'Tis surely some procession that is passing. 

OENNARO. 

What now, at midnight ? 'tis a little late. 

JEPPO. 

Bah ! let us try our song again. 

VOICES WITHOUT (nearer still), 
Oculps hahent et non videbunt, nares habent et 
non odorabunt, aures habent et non audient. 

JEPPO. 

These monks 
Are brawlers ! [^The Ughtt become obscure, 

MAFFIO. 

Look, Gennaro ! look, the lamps 
Are going out ; why should it be so dark ? 

VOICES WITHOUT (vcry near), 
Manus habent et non palpabunt, pedes habent et non 
ambulabunt ; non clamabunt in gutture suo. 

OENNARO. 

The voices are approaching ! 

JEPPO. 

The procession 
Seems as it were beneath our very windows. 

MAFFIO. 

It is the burial-service ! 
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ASCANIO. 

It must be 
Some funeral. 

JEPPO. 

Drink we to the health of him 
Who is to be interred ! 

OUBETTA. 

But are you sure 
There are not more than one ? 

JEPPO. 

Well, if there be, 
Here's health to all of them ! 

DON APOSTOLO. 

Ay ! Bravo ! bravo ! 
[They drink and touch glasses again. 
Let us, on our side, end our drinking-song ! 

ALL (in chorus). 
Why should ye trouble 

Your brains with thinking ? 
Be loving always, 

And often drinking ! 

VOICES WITHOUT (closc at hand), 
Non mortui laudabunt te, Domine, neque omnes 
qui descendunt in infernum. 

OUBETTA (sings); 

The grave is gloomy, 

And life is too short — 
Pass what is left, then, 

In froUc and sport ! 
Here's beauty and flowers, 

Whatever betide us ! 
Heads wreathed with roses — 

Woman beside us. 

ALL (in chorus), ' 
Why should ye trouble, &o. t 
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[The folding-doors are silently opened; within is 
seen a vast haU, hung with black, lighted by 
flambeaux, and having a large silver cross at 
its extremity, A Umg file of black and white 
penitents, whose eyes only are visible through 
openings made purposely in their hoods, enters 
through the folding-doors ; each of them bears 
a cross before him, and a torch in hand ; they 
chant, with sinister accent and loud voice, 
" De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine," Hie 
young men look on, horror-struck; whilst the 
Monks range themselves on each side of the 
banquetting-room, and remain immoveable as 
statues. 

MAFFIO. 

What may this mean ? 

jEppo (forcing a laugh). 

It is some pleasantry : 
I'll bet my horse against a sucking pig — 
Against the name of Borgia mine own name 
Of Liveretto, that we have before us 
Our charming Countesses in this disguise, 
To prove us. Ay, if we but lift these hoods, 
We shall find merrily concealed beneath them 
Their roguish, laughing faces— at the least 
I can but try. 

[Ae advances, and raises one of the hoods : he 
is petrified to find beneath it the livid face 
and motionless features of a Monk. He lets 
the hoodfaU, and recoils. 

Good heavens ! but this is strange ! 

MAFFIO. 

I know not wherefore, but I feel my blood 
Curdling within my veins ! 

MONKS (chanting). 
Conquassabit capita in terrft multorum. 

JEPPO. 

An awful snare ! 
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Our fwords ! our swords ! Ha ! Signors, we ar&tricked — 
Snared by some demon here ! 

[LucREziA Borgia, dressed in black, appears en 
the threshold of the folding^doors ; the Monks 
open a passage for her, and dose their ranks 
again. 

LUCREZIA. 

You are my guests ! 

ALL (except Gennaro, who remains out of sight of 
LucREZiA Borgia). 
Lucrezia Borgia ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Yes ! Some days ago, 
Fair Sienors, all of you, this self-same party, 
Uttered that name in triumph and in scorn ! 
You speak it now in terror and despair ! 
Yes ! you may fix your eyes upon me. Signers — 
'Tis I, indeed ; I come but to announce 
That you have not another hour to live. 
You relished well my wine of Syracuse — 
But it was drugged for vou. The poison works 
Within the veins of each. 

[^ITiey make a show of moving. 
Think not to move — 
The hall is filled with pikemen. 'Tis my turn 
Now to upbraid, and crush you under foot. 
You, Jeppo Liveretto, go, rejoin 
Your uncle, the Vitelli, who was stabbed 
Beneath the Vatican by my command ! 
Ascanio Petrucci, seek your cousin, 
Randolfo, whom I murdered to acquire 
His city ! Oloferno Vitellozzo, 
Thy uncle waits thee — poisoned, like thyself. 
At a right royal feast ! Orsini, go, 
Speak to thy brother in the other world 
Of me, who in his slumber strangled him ! 
Apostolo Gazella, thou didst tell me 
Thy father was beheaded, and thy cousin, 
My third espoused husband, done to death 
At my suggestion — go, condole with them ! 
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Yes, by my soul, you offered me a ball 
In Venice, gentlemen ! and in Ferrara 
1 pay you with a supper — feast for feast! 

JEPPO. 

A rude awakening for us this, Orsini! 



Let us commend ourselves to God ; 'tis all 
That we can do. 

LUCREZIA. 

How little, my young friends 
Of that gay carnival, you thought of this ! 
Tore God, it seems to me, I am avenged ! 
How say you, gentlemen ? who is amongst you 
A connoisseur m vengeance '? I do think 
'Tis not amiss ! and for a woman, Signors — 
What say you to it? ^Tums to the Monks. 

Now, my fathers, lead them 
Into the hall adjoining — 'tis prepared — 
Confess them there, and pront by the moments 
That yet are left, to save for each of them 
What may be saved. 

^Addresses again the young Nobles. 
Be tranquil, my dear lords. 
About your souls — they could not be in hands 
More fitted for the charge ; these worthy fathers, 
Monks of Saint Sixtus, have the Pope's permission 
To aid me with their holy services 
On these occasions. For your bodies, too, 
I have been provident. Stand back a little. 
My fathers, that these gentlemen may see — 

{_The Monks across the doorway fall back, and 

expose to view five coffins covered with black 

cloth. 
There are the proper number — ye are five. 
Young men ! young men ! ye tore the very entrails 
Of an unhappy woman, and ye thought 
She would not be avenged ! Look, Jeppo, thine ! 
Thine, Olofemo ! thine, Apostolo ! 
MaiHo, Ascanio, yours! 
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GENNARo (foAom 9he had not seen, coming forward). 
And yet a sixth 
Is wanting, Madam* 

LUCREZiA (overwhelmed). 

Ha ! great God ; Gennaro ? 

GENNARO. 

Himself. 

LucREZiA (to the Monks), 
Off with them, quick. Let us be left 
Alone, Gubetta. Whatsoever happens. 
What noise soever you may hear within, 
I charge you, on your life, let no one enter ! 

GUBETTA. 

It is enough, your Highness. 

[The procession of the Monies moves off again, 
carrying with them the five young Lords, trem- 
bling and cast down — onfy a few dying lamps 
are left in the hall — the doors are shut — Gen- 
naro and Lucrezia, left alone, look at each 
other some moments in silence, as if not know- 
ing how to commence, 

LUCREZIA (aside), 

'Tis Gennaro ! 

VOICES OF THE MONKS (without). 

Nisi Dominus aedificaverit domum, in vanum labor- 
ant qui sedificant earn. 

LUCREZIA. 

Again, Gennaro, thou beneath the blows 
Struck by my hand! O God! how earnest thou 
To be among them ? 

GENNARO. 

I expected this ! 



Again the victim of the deadly draught! 
Gennaro, thou wilt die ! 
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OENNARO. 

IfsoIwiU. 

[Shews her the phkd. 



I have the antidote. 

LUCREZIA. 

Then Heaven be praised! 

OENNARO. 

Madam! a word. Tis said that in these matters 

You are expert ; is there sufficient here 

Of your elixir to ensure the safety 

Of those five gentlemen led off to death 

fiy your funereal monks? 

LUCREZIA (examining it). 

There is, Gennaro, 
Scarcely enough to save thyself. 

GENNARO. 

You cannot 
Obtain it on the instant? 

LUCREZIA. 

There is all 
That I possess. 

OENNARO. 

Tis well. [Pauses. 

LUCREZIA. 

Why standest thou 
Thus hesitating ? haste, and trine not 
With things so terrible ; thou can'st not take 
The antidote too soon. Drink, my Gennaro— 
Drink, for the love of Heaven ; 'tis folly, madness. 
To lose a moment ; quick — thy life — thy life. 
I can ensure thee, by a secret door. 
Safety in flight ; it is not yet too late. 
To horse, and leave Ferrara ; hast thou not 
Seen things to terrify thee here ? But drink ; 
Drink, and away ; thou must be, shalt be saved. 
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GKMNAEO (throws owoy the phial, which is dashed to 
pieces f and seizes a knife from the table). 
Tliere has been some mysterious link that bound 
My fate with thine — I throw away my life — 
Prepare thyself to die ! 

LUCREZIA. 

What is 't thou say est ? 



I say that thou hast traitorously poisoned 

Five gentlemen, my friends, my dearest friends ; 

That amongst them was Maffio Orsini, 

My more than brother — he who saved my life ; 

I say that with him I had all in common — 

Insult, and injury, and vengeance, Madam ; 

I say this deed that thou hast dared to do 

Is infamous — I swear I will avenge it 

For him and them — thou diest ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Heaven and earth! 

GENNARO {menacing). 
Make but one prayer, and see that it be short — 
I have no time to waste, the poison works 
Within me. 

LUCREZIA. 

But it cannot be — Gennaro, 
Gennaro kill me ? 'tis not possible ! 

GENNARO. 

Madam ! it is the stem reality — 

And I adjure thee by the living God, 

To breathe a prayer in silence ; clasp thy hands, 

And to thy knees, for this must end. 

LUCREZIA. 

No, no — 
I tell thee 'tis not possible. Amidst 
All the dark thoughts that sweep across my spirit, 
II 
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Nothing so fearful hath found place. O God! 
He lifts the knife ! Hold, hold ! Gennaro, listen ! 
I must avow it! words of awful import! 

GENNARO (threatening). 
Quick ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Throw aside thy knife, unhappy one — 
Throw it aside, I say. Ah, if thou knewest, 
Gennaro ! Thou art ignorant ; as yet 
Thou know'st not who thou art, or who I am. 

GENNARO. 

Quick ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Must I tell thee? — ^the same blood is flowing [Slowly. 
Within our veins — and thou too art a Borgia ! 

GENNARO {agitated). 
What! how? 

LUCREZIA. 

Thine uncle — 



GENNARO. 

O great God! what! I 
A Borgia? — I? — and thou my aunt? Ah, Madam! 

LUCREZIA (aside). 
His aunt! O Heavens! 



And I am then thy nephew ! 
And my poor sorrowing mother lingers yet. 
Duchess of Gandia, whom thy family 
Have so long persecuted ? in her letters 
My mother speaks of thee ; for thou art one 
Of those fierce relatives who slew my father. 
And wet her path through life with tears and blood ! 
My murdered father, thou shalt be avenged ! 
My mother, thou be saved ! What, thou my aunt ! 
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And I a Borgia! O distracting thought! 

I shall go mad — ^and yet I would be nrm 

One moment longer. Listen to me. Madam. 

Thou hast lived long a life of crime and horrors ; 

Thou should'st be loathsome to thyself, and weary 

Of thy existence — it must have an end. 

For, ever in such families as ours 

Crime is hereditary, and transmitted. 

As is the name, from sire to son ; and often 

It happens that this fatal spell is broken 

By one last murder of so deep a die, 

That the remembrance of what went before 

Is washed away in blood. Besides, who blames 

A gentleman for lopping from his house 

A rotten branch ? Mudarra put to death 

Rodriguez, his own uncle, who had done. 

Donna Lucrezia Borgia — thou, my aunt — 

Far less of evil than thyself. The world 

Said that the Spaniard did a righteous act 

In that he slew his uncle. I have done. 

Commend thy soul to God — if thou believest 

In God, or in thy soul. 

LUCREZIA. 

O my Gennaro, 
Have pity on thyself; thy innocence 
Is yet unstained — commit not such a crime ! 



A crime ? — my head is troubled — ^reason fails — 
It would not be a crime — and if it were. 
Am not I too a Borgia ? — To thy knees ! 
Breathe thy last prayer, I tell thee ! 

LUCREZIA. 

But, Gennaro, 
Thou can'st not speak thy thought — thou would'st not 

thus 
Repay my love ? 

GENNARO (indignantly). 
Love! 
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LUCREZIA. 

'Tis impossible — 
From thy own self I fain would save thee — hold — 
I will alarm the palace, I will shriek 
For aid. 



Thou movest not one single step 
To gain the door — thy cries avail thee not — 
It was thy order that no living soul 
Should come between us ; judge if they will dare 
To disobey thee ! 

LUCREZIA. 

It would be, Gennaro, 
A coward's deed ; thy hand against a woman ! 
A poor, defenceless woman ; in thy soul 
Thou should'st have nobler sentiments ; hold, hold ! 
first listen to me — kill me afterwards. 
If thou hast still the heart. I do not cling 
To life ; my bosom is too full of anguish, 
Caused by thy treatment. Oh, if die I must, 
I would not die beneath thy blow ? 'twould be 
Too horrible ? Besides, mine hour, Gennaro, 
Is not yet come — 'tis true that I have been 
Guilty of many and atrocious crimes ; 
So much the more the eriminal should have 
Time for repentance. 



Madam, answer me ? — 
Quick ! ere I strike — my mother, where is she ? 
What hast thou done to her? 

LUCREZIA. 

Wait, wait— -O God ! 
I cannot tell thee all ; it might redouble 
Thy horror and thy hatred. Yet a word — 
How shall I soften thee ? would'st thou receive me 
Repentant at thy feet ? grant me but life, 
And bid me take the veil — say thou art willing 
To shut me in a cloister ! Say, some voice 
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Should wliisper thee — " Yon miserable woman 

Hath shorn her head, hath made her couch of ashes. 

Digs with her hands her grave, and night and day 

Invokes God's blessing, not upon herself, 

Who needs it, but on thee, who need'st it not.** 

This would she do, that woman, but to gain 

One look of pity from thee, but to feel 

One tear-drop from thine eyes, in kindness shed 

Upon her lacerated heart — all this 

Would she do cheerftiUy, to hear no more 

Thy voice, more dreadful than the ArchangePs trump 

At the last judgment, thundering in her ears, 

" Thou art Lucrezia Borgia !'* Say, oh, say ? 

Thou wilt not spurn the suppliant — pity ! grace I 

Kill me not, my Gennaro ! let us live — 

I to repent, and thou to pardon me. 

Thou answerest not. What would'st thou gain in 

crushing 
A poor weak woman, who demands of thee 
A little pity — a few weary days 

Of life ? And for thyself, I say it again, • 

Twould be a crime, atrocious, cowardly. 
And cruel ? What, a man to kill a woman ? 
A man who is the stronger ? oh, thou wilt not ! 
Thou wilt not! 

GENNARO (softening). 
Madam ! 

LUCREZIA. 

Oh, I see it well ! 
I have thy grace ; I read it in thine eyes. 
Let me fall down, and kiss thy feet, and weep 
My thanks — 

VOICE (calling from within), 

Gennaro ! 

GENNARO. 

Hark ! who calls ? 



My brother ! 
Gennaro ! 
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GENNARO. 

ItisMaffio! 

VOICE. 

I am dying — 
Avenge me^ brother ! 

GENNARO (lifting his knife). 
Be it so, enough : 
1 listen not — thou heard'st him, Madam, — now 
Thou diest. 

LUCREZiA (struggling). 
Grace ! one other word ! 



GENNARO. 



GENNARO. 



No! 

Listen ! 



'No! 



LUCREZIA. 

In the name of Heaven ! 

GENNARO. 

No ! no ! [^StcAs her, she falls. 

LUCREZIA. 

Too late ! 
My son, my son, thy hand hath slain thy mother ! 

[The curtain faUs. 



THE END. 
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